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To men and angels only given. 
To all the lower world denied." — Sam' I Johnson 
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TlfE BOYS. 



Has there any old fellow got mixed with the boys? 
If there has, take him out, without making a noise. 
Hang the Almanac's cheat and the Catalogue's spite, 
Old Time is a liar! We're twenty to-night! 

We're twenty ! We're twenty ! Who says we are more ? 
He's tipsy — young jackanapes! — show him the door! 
"Gray temples at twenty ?" — ^Yes! white if you please; 
"Where the snow-flakes fall thickest there's nothing can freeze. 

Was it snowing I spoke of ? Excuse the mistake ! 
Look close — you will find not a sign of a flake ! 
We want some new garlands for those we have shed, 
And these are white roses in place of the red. 

* * * * 

Yes, we're boys — always playing with tongue or with pen — 
And I sometimes have asked — shall we ever be men ? 
Shall we always be youthful, and laughing, and gay. 
Till the last dear companion drops smiling away ? 

Then here's to our boyhood, its gold, and its gray, 
The stars of its winter, the dews of its May ! 
And when we have done with our life-lasting toys. 
Dear Father, take care of thy children. The Boys! 

— Oliver Wendell Holmes. 
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SONGS OF THE CELIBATES. 



I. 
TWO - SIXTY. 



BY PHILIP COWEN. 
Air: "There's a Bulldog on the Bank. 



»^ 



Fellow celibates, let us rehearse the tale of $2.60, The night 
wc organized, we met at the Typograph's and 

A celibate, newly made, put a dollar in the pool, 
A celibate, newly made, put a dollar in the pool, 
A celibate, newly made, put a dollar in the pool, 

And Sammy's eyes beamed o'er with glee, as he said : 
"Boys, what a fool." 

Chorus: Singing tra, la, la, la, la; singing tra, 
la, la, la, la, etc. 

Yes, there were two who paid the dollar, and Sam took the 
money, and, to show his liberality, when the meeting adjourned 

Says Baumy to the boys: "What will you have to drink?" 

Says Baumy to the boys: "What will you have to drink?" 

Says Baumy to the boys: "What will you have to drink?" 

Said we: Since you're so awful kind, don't take a 

bottle of ink. 

Chorus: Singing tra, la, la, la, la, etc., etc. 
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**No; throw ink to the editors, we'll none of it," said we, 
especially as to drink with Baumy (that is at his expense) was 
a rare treat, and we made the most of it, for 

Only Baumy ordered beer, while the others all took gin, 
Only Baumy ordered beer, while the others all took gin, 
Only Baumy ordered beer, while the others all took gin, 
And you should have seen the face he made when ht? 
saw he was taken in. 

Chorus: Singing tra, la, la, la, la, etc., etc. 

For the bill, you know, was $2.60, and as he had received 
only $2, he wanted the rest of us to make up the balance. But 
oh, no! he had invited us to drink with him, and that settled it — 
or rather his sixty cents did. So let us draw the curtain while 
calmly contemplating 

Oh, how Sammy raved and swore 'cause he couldn't raise 

the tin ; 
Oh, how Sammy raved and swore 'cause he couldn't raise 

the tin; 
Oh, how Sammy raved and swore 'cause he couldn't raise 
the tin. 

And we all laughed and shook our sides when lie 
said: 

"Boys, chip in." 

Chorus: Singing tra, la, la, la, la, etc., etc.* 

March 3, 1881. 
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SONGS OF THE CELIBATES. 



IT. 
OUR BOTTLE OF CHAMPAGNE. 



BY S. GREENBAUM. 

Here's to our Bottle Champagne, 

Drink it down! 
Here's to our Bottle Champagne, 

Drink it down ! 
Here's to our Bottle Champagne, 
It 's our symbol of woman's chain, 

Drink it down! 

Drink it down! 

Drink it down, down, down! 
Balm of celibates, celibates. 
Balm of celibates, ceHbates, 

Balm of celibates, 
We won't venture, but when we're sure ! 
We won't venture, but when we're sure ! 
We won't venture, but when we're sure! 
We won't venture, but when we're sure I 

Venture, but when we're sure 

Rig» j^§:» ng> etc. 
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III. 
SARCASMEN. 



BY C. C. LITTHAUER. (Air: Upidee.) 

Ihr Celibates, O Glaubt es mir, 

dumheidi, dumheida; 

Willkommen heiss ich Euch, bei mir, 

dumheidi heida; 

Moecht's verkuenden weit und breit 

Wie mich Eu'r Besuch erfreut; 

dumheidi, dumheida, 
dumheidi, heidi, heida, 
dumheidi, dumheida, 
dumheidi, heida. 

Warley Platzek Celibate,. . . . 

Bald jetzt ueber'm Ocean geht; .... 

Doch ladet er uns AUe ein, 

Dass naechste mal bei ihm zu sein. 

Sam Greenbaum wie Ihr Alle wisst, .... 
Am Neujahrstag geboren ist; 
Als letztes Neujahr kam in's Land, 
Sein Geburstag vom Calendar schwand. 

In dem Y. M. H. Verein,. . . . 
Muessen zwoelf Committee'n sein .... 
Und Sam auch Warley, Gott sei Dank, 
Sind bei alien Zwoelfen mahg. 

Solly Baerlein fuehrt das Wort, .... 

Director hier, Director dort; 

Seine Reden voUer Witz 
Schlagen stets ein wie der Blitz. 
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Der Biblothekar Maxie Cohen.. . . . 
Den Pappenheimer kennt man schon,. . . . 
Er raucht Cigarren ''kill me quick," 
Fuenfzehn Cent fuer zwanzig Stiieck. 

Der Recitator Charley Brand .... 
Zum Vortrag er stets bei der Hand ; . . . . 
Auf Schneiders Story wie Ihr wisst, 
Er eigens ein Patent besitzt. 

Cyrus, — Mark, — Jake Wallenstein .... 
Luden uns zum Sapper ein ; . . . . 
Doch viele Andere hatten Scham, 
Als die Reih' an ihnen kam. 

Morris Benjamin, o weh!. . . . 
Streckt den Kopf jetzt in die Hoeh',. . . . 
Fragt: "tell me what does Charley sing, 
I don't understand a thing." 

Der Artist, der hier mit uns singt,. . . . 
Frisst dass ihm der Magen klingt,. . . . 
Er Wird so dick jetzt welch' ein Graus, 
Es platzt ihm jede Hose aus. 

Professor Morris Rapp allhier, .... 
Trinkt gern sein Glaeschen Lagerbier; . . . . 
Auch liebt die Maedchen er gar sehr, 
Doch heirathen denkt er: **I don't care." 

Als Cyrus sich ein Weibchen nahm,. . . . 
Kam Mark aus Neid gleich hinterdran ; . . . . 
Er kaufte sich, o glaubt es mir, 
Aus Neid ein Haus vor Cyrus' Thuer. 

Willy Unger wie Ihr wisst, 

Redacteur am "Menu" ist; 

Die Kastanien, die er pflegt, 

Hat Baerlein laengst schon abgelegt. 



SONGS OF THE CELIBATES. 

Der Humorist Jake Wallenstein, 
Uebersetzt das English fein : 
''Chestnuts" heisst Kastanien er, 
*' Back-talk"Rueckenschmuss vielmehr. 

"Last but not least" das schwoer ich hier. 
Sing ich vom kleinen Cowen allhier,. . . . 
Doch glaubt sein Kopf ist nicht so klein. 
Die Bein nur sollten groesser sein. 

Und nun Ihr lieben Freunde mein,. . . . 
Schenkt Euch ein voiles Glas jetzt ein. . . . 
Hoch leb' das Weib zu jeder Zeit, 
Hoch Freundschaft und Gemuethlichkcit. 



-H 
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IV. 
SAMMIE ABROAD. 



BY WILLIAM UNGER. Air: 'The Big Blue Sea." 

Among the many trades and businesses, 
There's none like '* Passementerie;'' 

For when a season is through, 

You must get samples new, 
From over the big blue sea, blue sea, 

From over the big blue sea. 

In this line there was a fellow named Samniic 
And a right good fellow was he; 

When he made up his mind 

To sail with the strong wind. 
Across the big blue sea, blue sea. 
Across the big blue sea. 

So one day his friends together he called, 
At the ship's moorings in Jersey, 

And Sam heaved a big sigh. 

As he bade them good-bye. 
On his journey over the sea, blue sea, 
On his journey over the sea. 

While standing on deck one beautiful day, 
Bent on some discovery, 
He became sickly pale. 
And leaning over the rail, 
* * * ! * * * ! — ? * * right into the sea, the sea. 

[Repeat. 

At last the ship at Hamburg arrived, 
So happy and glad was he, 
That twenty marks he did spend. 
For a cable message to send. 
To his friends on this side of the sea, the sea. 

[Repeat. 
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But soon his stay at H. was at an end, 
And he hastened on to Paris; 

Here let me tell you "entre nous" 

He was representing the "American Hebrew," 

Away over the big blue sea, blue sea. [Repeat. 

At the Capital he had an excellent time, 
And of the monde he saw demie, 
And after the elephant he had seen. 
He was not by half so very Green, 
As when he sailed over the big blue sea, blue sea. 

[Repeat. 

At London he met men known and great, 
Had a "fab" with his idol Dizzy; 
And he delighted the authaire. 
Telling how people read Lothaire, 
Away over the big blue sea, blue sea. [Repeat. 

At last his days of leisure were o'er. 

And he hastened on his homeward journey; 
In experience he was fuller, 
But in pocket broke "me'hullah," 

As he landed this side of the sea, the sea. [Repeat. 
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V. 

THE DAY WE CELEBRATE. 



BY SOL. BAERLEIN. 
Air: Im Wald und auf der Heide. 

Oh! happy are the days of glee, 
When — from all care and sorrow free, — 
In joyous spirit we meet. 
And the merry hours do fleet. 

Hurrah! Halloo! 

Hurrah! Halloo! 
Merrily, merrily on we go. 

Hurrah! Halloo! 
Merrily on we go. 

We'll drink "Long Life to each Celibate,*' 
"Confusion to the married state," 
We fear no siren's charm, 
Their "ma's" do us no harm. 

Hurrah! Halloo! etc. 

Give us the merry bachelor's sphere, 
The sparkling wine, the flowing beer. 
Let merry laughter ring; 
While joyfully we sing 

Halloo! Halloo! etc. 

March 31st, 1881. 
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VI. 



A YOUTH DE-CYRUS OF FAME. 



BY SOL. BAERLEIN. Air: "Secret Love." 

Say, have you heard, pray, 

OftheA. H. A.? 
Which all our ills and troubles will take away. 

And tyrannic virus 

Be fought by Cyrus 
Assisted by Riiladelphiay. 

Hear Bismarck cry: 
"Oh, Cyrus do not harm me! 
And Stoecker sigh — i — i 
You do alarm me." 
The students shout: Oh, Cyrus! spare, oh, 
spare us. 

We'll never, no more do it again. 
Oh ! have you heard pray, etc. etc. 

March 31, 1881. 
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VIL i 

THE MAN WITH THE IRON JAW. 



BY SOL. BAERLEIN. 
Air: "Mein Vader vas a Schneider." 
Oh! my Maxy is a looyer, 

What a looyer can he be? 
If he can't help his clients. 
His clients help he. 

Tooraloorali, etc. 
When he ooens his jaw, 

What a jaw must that be? 
He spits out the finest law, 
That ever you did see. 

Tooraloorali, etc. 



March 3r, 1881. 



VIII. 
MODEST SAM. 



BY SOL. BAERLEIN. 
Air: "Ich bin der Docktor Eisenbart." 

There is a fellow in our town, 
Whose modesty is his renown, 
He ne'er could see a maiden fair. 
But a blush would cover his cheeks and hair. 

Chorus: Twilliwilliwit bum bum. [Repeat. 

One eve our modest Sam did view, 

A maid walk on 2nd Avenue, 

She winked and smiled, which made him 

bold. 

Chorus: 

And he did a lovely tale unfold. 

So lovingly that maid he wooed, 

Till for "Breach of Promise," he was sued, 

When her damage to her pa he paid. 

He swore he'd be a Celibate. 

Chorus: 
March 31, 1881. 
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IX. 
LEAP YEAR HAS COME. 

BY PHILIP COWEN. (Air: Juvalera.) 

A leap year, boys, has come around, 
The first that's been in our career. 
With dangers g^reat it doth abound, 
Which scarce we can resist, I fear. 
The springtime is coming, when the roses will bloom, 
And unless we be guarded, we will meet then our doom. 
For can we refuse them, when in sweet accents low, \ 

They ask us to have them, and coldly answer them No? \ 

But we must. 
You bet we will, you bet we will, you bet, you bet, 

you bet we will, 
You bet we will, you bet we will, you bet, you bet, 
you bet we will. 



X. 

Ex-CELIBATE GREEN. 

BY PHILIP COWEN. (Air: Wollen wir noch einmal.) 

Come fill up your bumpers and drink to the health, 

My boys, of ex-Celibate Green, 

Who since he has taken himself a wife. 

No more at our meetings is seen. 

Then come give a cheer. 

Come give a cheer, hahahaha, 

For happy and joyous, though married is he. 

[Repeat. 
y\t our gatherings 'twas rarely that Sam was seen. 
But the fault I believe was not his, 
For when to attend them her side he'd leave. 
Dissuade him she would with a kiss. 

Chorus: 

A vow he did make, when our ranks he joined. 
And the forfeit he has paid at last. 
So drink long life unto Sam, and his wife. 
With whom his fortunes he cast. 



SONGS OF THE CELIBATES. 13 

XL 
MACKS KON'S BEAUN. 



BY MARK ASH. 
(Air: " 'Twas Friday Morn.") 

'Twas Sat'day night when Max came home, 
And he was not feeling "putty" well, 
He'd caught in his throat a lamb chop bone, 
And it made him howl like — yell. 

Chorus: 

Oh, how Max' tears did roll. 

And his jaw work full of soul. 

While all around cried, why did you eat those chops. 

Instead of the sausage and the "Kase!" 

(Last line repeat.) 

Then up spake the father of this huge eater, 
And a right good man is he. 
When Max left here, he seemed all "O. K." 
And now what a fix, "Oh weh!" 

Chorus: 

Then up spake the cook of this house of Shem, 
And a "kosher" cook was she, 
I care far more for an oily chop of lamb, 
Than I care for the best of cheese. 

Chorus: 

Then up chirped his little niece to Max; 
With the words, don't make such "snaks," 
Just put down your throat your largest finger. 
And you'll see the bone won't linger. 

Chorus: 

Then three times round went the finger in Max' throat, 
Then three times round went it. 
And the third time round up rose a joyous shout, 
For the bone had made a quick exit. 

Chorus: 
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XII 
PHTLLY AND LILLIE, MAXY AND SARY. 



BY NATHAN ULLMAN. Air: "Pretty as a Picture/" 

Oh! our hearts are gone, and we are forlorn. 

Our Phil and Max have left us, 
For they've taken wives to enhance their lives^ 

And of their society have bereft us. 

Chorus: They'll regret it, deedle da, 

They'll ne'er forget it, doodle, deedle, da,. 
As they think of the happy time gone bye-e-e-e-e. 

[Repeat. 

Oh ! what a foolish move, the future it will prove, 

That celibacy is a blessing; 
Now they have to dance at their wives commands. 

All their misdeeds confessing. 

Chorus: 



When they roll home at night by the moon's bright light. 

And find their wives are waiting. 
Won't they feel sore when they reach the door. 

And their excuses begin relating. 

Chorus: 



Phil, will tell his wife that an A. H. strife 

At the office did detain him; 
Won't Phillie feel silly when Lillie gets the billie, 

With which she'll threaten to brain him. 
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Chorus: He'll regret it, etc., 

He'll ne'er forget,etc., 
As he thinks, etc. 

And our Maxy, dear, Oh, won't it be queer, 

Will claim to be busy at the library. 
That he must reform, or she'll make it warm. 

Will reply his darling Sary. 

Chorus: He'll regret, etc., etc. 



Boys! a lesson gain by this foolish twain, 
Who have wrecked a brilliant future. 

Do not fall in love, or you're gone, by Jove, 
Into a state that will not suit you. 

Chorus: You'll regret it, etc. 

You'll ne'er forget it, etc., 
As you think, etc. 



XIII. 



VIVA L'CELIBATE. 



BY PHILIP COWEN. 

Come all you fressers stop eating your hash, Viva I'comp. 
And drink to the health of Rose and Mark Ash, Viva 
rcomp. 
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XIV. 

'TWAS MARK. 



BY PHILIP COWEN. Air: There were three crows. 

Note to the Chorus — By way of variety, the choristers are 
requested to give the refrain "Come along boys, pitch in," in- 
stead of the ancestral "Hurrah." They will also becomingly ac- 
centuate the names at the proper moment. 



'Tvvas on a Saturday afternoon. Come along etc. 
Of the bright and leafy month of June, Come etc. 
A lad was seen in Central Park 
Where he had gone out on a lark, 
And guess, my boys, who this chap was, 
(In an inquiring tone) 

Mark? Mark? Mark? 

You are right my boys, so guess again, 
(In an astonished tone) 

Mark! Mark! Mark! 
You're right my boys, you've got him down, 

Mark! Mark! Mark! 

That same night when the boys did meet, Come, etc. 

Because Max Platzek paid the treat. Come, etc. 

There in a quiet, shady nook, 

Sat a lad with a dreamy, far-off look, 

And guess my boys who this chap was, 

(In stentorian tones, as though any fool could guess that) 

Mark, Mark, Mark. 
That's so, my boys, you've hit it again, 
(In voluminously stentorian tones) 

Mark, Mark, Mark. 

The next night in a house up-town, Come, etc. 
You could see a chap of some renown. Come, etc. 
He had his arm around her waist 
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And of her ruby lips did taste, 

And guess my boys who this lad was, 

(In tones of great astonishment.) 

Mark, Mark, Mark. 
(In a regretful tone.) 

Mark, Mark, Mark. 



But never mind, he's kept his oath. Come, etc. 
So here we are and nothing loath, Come, etc. 
We'll eat him out of house and home, 
Then through the house he'll wildly roam. 
And in faint accents he will cry 

(Like a fellow with an empty larder and a ditto stomach- 
not, she can live on love — and plenty of meat , one -half of the 
weakly.) 

Rose — Rose — Rose. 

(Like a gal that don't give a continental whether school keeps or 
assembled rabble cry) 

Mark, Mark, Mark.* 
(The balance) 

Rose, Rose, Rose.* 



♦The conclusion can be given with practical illustrations by 
the choristers. 

March 31st, 1881. 
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XV. 
WHEN FIRST WE JOINED THE CELIBATES. 



BY PHILIP COWEN. Air: "Cocacheluk." 

When first we joined the Celibates, *twas many years' ago. 
Our hearts were light and easy, and the petticoats had no 
show. 

Chorus: 'Twas "come along my pretty maiden, 
Will you join me in the dance." 
We'd flirt and play the courtier, 
But, no further would advance. 



But, alas!- our good intentions were but written in the 

sand, 
For they came, they saw, they conquered, and we yielded 

up our hand. 

Chorus : Come along my ducky darling. 
Come along my pretty miss. 
Will you be mine forever? 

Come, let us seal it with a kiss. 

First came Jake, the long-legged celibate, who to Mary- 
land did hie. 

And selected there a maiden, who should cook his hash 
and pie. 

Chorus: Come along my ducky darling, 
Come along my pretty miss. 
Your steak is tough, your dough is soft, 
Let's dine upon a kiss. 
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Our verdant Sam the fever caught, nor was Cyrus much 

behind, 
While Maurice went to Jersey's wilds his darling girl to 

find. 

Chorus: Come along my backward brother, 
And select some pretty miss. 
Who shall be yours for ever; 

Then you'll know what is true bliss. 

Mark Ash, you know, is bashful, but you see he had good 

sense; 
While Charley, Phil and Max are hitched, and Sam is on 
the fence. 

Chorus: (Same as last.) 

Let us urge these erring mortals who to singleness still 

cling, 
To pursue the path of virtue, then they'll raise their voice 

and sing, 

Chorus: Come along my ducky darling. 
Come along my pretty miss; 
Will you be mine for ever. 

Come, let's seal it with a kiss. 
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XVI. 
HYMEN. 



BY CHAS. BRAND. 
Air: "The Bells go a-ringing for Sarah." 

Oh! I am an ex-celibate 

Who boldly proclaims his gay lot. 
Oh ! celibate young do not wait 

Until the gray hair your head dots. 
The maidens will give you the shake, 

And turn their bright glances away, 
Should you in old age try to make 
An impression with your rolling eye. 

Chorus: 

Then the bells go a-ringing for Heymann. 
Then the bells go a-ringing for Heymann. 
From morning until night. 

Imagine our dear Warley Maxey, 

With a button torn off his best shirt; 
When he puts it on so mad doth wax he 

That his speech it is slangy and curt. 
He bribeth the cook for a dollar, 

And beggeth until it is done. 
Come, Maxey, slip on Hymen's collar, 

And loose buttons you never will shun. 

Chorus. 

See Philip and Maxey so joyous, 

See Maurice B. happy and strong. 
See Mark, Sam and Cyrus so "boyous," 

And Jakey so jolly and long. 
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Then tell me you celibate scary 

If married life did them aught harm, 

Come, give us a supper, go marry, 
Hitch a nice little girl to your arm. 



Chorus. 



Three cheers for the ex's, the brave ones. 

Who boldly their old time pledge broke, 
And may all the rest, the poor lone ones, 

Their scruples soon quietly choke, 
And join the great band of the married. 

Who really enjoy life's best lot. 
And they'll wonder that so long they tarried 

And not sooner they married "did got." 



XVII. 
THAT BOY. 



Chorus: 



BY SOLOMON BAERLEIN. 
Dedicated to Lawrence Blizzard Greenbaum. 

Air: Fisherin, du Kleene. 

We arc as jolly a lot as e'er you'll see, 
At Samuel and Selina's anniversary, 

— their anniversary. 

Come Rain! Come Snow! 
Let blizzards blow! ' 

The elements we defy; 
We'll laugh, we'll sing, 
'Till the welkin ring — 

(It being very noisy, a faint sound is heard. 



22 SONGS OF THE CELIBATES. 

Where was that crv? 
Oh! hark ye to that upstairs squall, 
That upper region bawl, 

O, Du Lawrence Kleiner, 
la, Du bist der Mein; 
Oo is Mania's Lawry, 
Mama's pride and glory, 
O, Du Lawrence Kleiner, 
Du bist mein alleine. 
Papa's little Larry Boy, 
Papa's Hobbledehoy. 



At night, when all is still, is heard a groan; 
Sammy says "It is good for man to dwell alone; 

— for man to dwell alone ; 
New York Reports 
And Addison's Torts 

Don't seem at all to soothe 
My case on appeal 
Is killed by this squeal, 

(Exultingly) • 

The young 'un's got a tooth. 
No brief I'll write — my brain is racked — 
I'll plead the "baby" act! 

Ach, Du Lawrence leben, 
la, Du machst Mich leben. 
On our anniversary. 
In your little nursery, 
Oh! my little Lawry, 
Mama's pride and glory, 
Papa's little Larry boy, 
Papa's Hobbledehoy. 

March 13, 1889. 
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XVIII. 

A NIGHTMARE. 
BY SOL. BAERLEIN. 

Air: Sherman's March to the Sea. 
Come to this truck from far and near to hear a little talk ; 
Warley Platzek you will hear, if the horses do not balk. 
He's fixed his left arm in his breast, his powerful right's 

at rest, 
While we look out for danger. 

Chorus: 
Hurrah! Hurrah! the band begins to screech. 
Hurrah! Hurrah! 'Tis Warley's campaign speech, 
His eyeballs glare, his veins stand out, 
His right arm strikes about. 
While we look out for danger. 

Our Professor's come, I trow, to have his little say. 
Of "when I was abroad you know," and spent both night 

and day, 
With Kings and Princes, Ph D's who know their Q's and 

P's, 
But sought for a game that's amusing. 

Chorus: 
Hurrah! Hurrah! he taught them how to draw, 
Hurrah! Hurrah! what a rainy day is for, 
He beat three kings with a bobtail flush 
And bluffed them in a rush, 
They thought it "Technical" and confusing. 

Here is genius number three, Inventor, Artist, Boss, 
Discoverer of "Gillotti" and Perfection Crayon Sauce, 
Who'll boost a painter into fame, with his i8 carat frame, 
At 817 Broadway, — One story. 

Chorus: 
Hurrah! Hurrah! for the crayon artist Nat, 
Hurrah! Hurrah! for pictures keep him fat, 
Munkaczy, Diaz, J. G. Brown, and others of less 

renown. 
He auctions off to glory. 
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XIX. 

SAM. 

BY SOL. BAERLEIN. Air: "Dixie." 

Oh, 'way up town in the street called eighty. 
At one thirty-seven dwell Sam and his lady. 
Who, Sam? Yes, Sam, 
Our Samivel. 
Oh, when he was a Celibate, 

Our Sam. Yes, Sam. 
He said he*d never take a mate, 
He'd get home as he pleased, early or late. 
Who, Sam? Yes, Sam. 
Our Sammy Sammivello. 

But now he's become a Benedict 
He must stay "to hum" and is kept very strict. 
What, Sam? Yes, Sam! 
Our Samivel. 
He's fastened to an apron string, 
What, Sam? Yes, Sam! 
And "dassent" say a single thing. 
His wife says, "Sam has had his fling." 
No, Sam! Poor Sam! 
Our Sammy Sammivello. 

Oh, I'd much rather be a bachelor, 
And carry the key to my own front door. 
Than Sam. Yes, Sam! 
Than Samivel. 
And if I want to stay out late. 
Like Sam. Yes, Sam. 
T wouldn't promise to be home at half-past eight 
And sneak up at one through the basement gate. 
Like Sam! Yes, Sam! 
Our Sammy Sammivello. 
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XX. 

ANTICIPATION. 



BY SOL. BAERLEIN. Air: "Some Day/" 

I know not when the day shall be, 

So it be soon I do not care; 
What welcome it will bring to me. 

What dainty treat, what pleasure rare. 
On sanwiches I'll compromise, 

(With beer galore 'twould not be bad); 
Even cakes and coffee not despise 

So it's a dinner I'll be glad. 
Some day! Some day! 
Some day we'll be dining; 

Levy will have paid his debt^ 
Sommer his obligation met, 

Only this! Only this! 
There'll be no declining; 

When we're asked, we will be there ; 
You betcher life 

We will be there. 



December 20, 1890. 
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XXL 

THE PLAINT OF SOLMAXHENRY. 



BY PHILIP COWEN. Air: "Tannenbaum." 

Oh Morris dear, oh Morris dear, 

How came you to do it. 
Although we will forgive you now, 
We hope you ne'er will rue it. 
We thought that you at least were proof, 
Against a maiden's charm. 

But now that you have recreant been, 
Doth cause us much alarm. 

A quadrant strong we thought we formed, 

Safe 'gainst all temptation. 
Reduced to three we hope there'll be 
No more recidivation. 
We thought that you at least were proof, 
Against a maiden's charm, 

But now that you have recreant been, 
Doth cause us much alarm. 



A trusty band we e'er will stand, 
A sign of fallen greatness; 
To show how all ex-Celibates, 

Were prone to reprobateness. 
No marriage vow shall pass our lips, 
No ring upon our hand. 

Through thick and thin our cause to win 
United will we stand. 



February 21, 1892. 
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XXII. 
HAPPY DAYS. 
BY S. BAERLEIN. Air: The Nightingale. 
Let us sing of Days gone by, 

Days when we were young and gay ; 
Sing hurrah! "C. C N. Y." 

"Celibates" "Y. M. H. A." 
Sing of "Irvings" and "The Boys/' 

"Jeflfersons" and "Our Own," 
Life has had no greater joys 

Since "Old Timer's" we're grown. 

Chorus: 
Sing again ! sing again ! sing again ! 

Happy days! Pleasure rare, 
Sing again! sing again! sing again! 

Joyous youth — free from care. 
Hm, hm, hm, hm, hm, hm, 

Happy days! Pleasure rare, 
Hm, hm, hm, hm, hm, hmmm: 
Joyous youth — free from care. 

Oh! those days when we'd recite, 

"Barbara Fritchie," "Polish Boy," 
"Curfew shall not ring to-night:" 

"Cassabianca" (Checked for Troy) 
"Marco Bozzaris," "Spartacus," 

"Cataline" and "Schneider" great, 
"Antony," "Rienzi," "Brutus," 
"Charge of the Light Brigade." 

Chorus: 
Still we hear the eloquent strife. 

When those great debates were heard; 
"Of city or country life — 

Which is to be preferred?" 
"When a Tiger's tail you've caught, 

And he has got you in tow: 
Which is best — to hold it taut 
Or let the Tiger go?" 

Chorus : 
March 5, 1892. 
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XXIIL 
INITIATION SONGS. 

BY SAMUEL GREEN. 



Sung at the initiation of Danl. P. Hays in the sacred circle of 
"The Celibates," April 30th, 1892. 



RECRUITING CHANT. 
Air: "Conspirator's Chorus." — Mme. Angot. 

Now we're going to have a new recruit, 
A very good fallow he is to boot, 
And he'll take his vows and never flinch 
But if he does, it'll be our sinch. 

Chorus: 
Oh Dan'l P. H. What are you going to do? 
Oh! what a snap we will have on you. 

Long years we've tried to take you in, 

And make you pay the price of your sin. 

But the scheme never caught until nunc pro tunc 

I'Vom a lawyer came and made us hunk. 

Chorus: 
Oh! Dan'l P. H. What are you going to do? 
Oh! what a snap we will have on you. 



SONG: WELCOME. 
Air: "Fisher Song" from Masaniello. 

Welcome! O! friend, within our circle, 
We're all old friends surrounding you, 

Life's voyage brings enough of trouble, 
So care we'll dispel while we're with you. 
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Let's take you back to memories tender 

When Love was young 
A maiden did to thee surrender, 

When Love was young. 
The god of Love then held high carnival, 
The god of Love then held high carnival. 
When Love was young — when Love was young! 



COUPLET. 
Air: "The Pope he leads a merry life." 

The Celibate lives all alone 
He bends no knee at Hvmen's throne, 
He knows a hundred girls, at least. 
And thus thinks pleasures are increased. 
Hie knows a hundred girls at least, 
And thus thinks pleasures are increased. 



WAIL OF THE MAIDENS. 
Air: "Waltz song — "La vie Parisienne." 

Now, why should we still longer tarry? 
He says now that he cannot marr^/, 
A Celibate he has swoni to be 

But let us see, O! let us see! ! 



ANTICIPATION. 
Air: "Little Brown Jug. 



»♦ 



A Celibate he thinks he'll be. 
And thus he hopes to save his fee, 
But when he spies his Lorelei 
Oh then our palates won't be dry 
Ha! ha! ha! you and we, 
D. P. H. ho^' we love thee. 
Ha! ha! ha! you and we. 
D. P. H. how we love thee. 
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XXIV. 
FRIENDS FOR EVER AND AYE. 



BY PHILIP COWEN. 

Read at dinner given to the "Celibates" by Samuel Greenbaum. 

Nov. 5. 1888. 

Wc have gathered to-night, my dear Celibates, 
Because it has happened, you know, that the Fates 
Have decreed that our leader, 

Our friend Samuel G., 
Shall become a seceder; 

Declaring that he 
No longer shall be 
An avowed supporter of Celibacv. 

The cause of this change, you need scarce be told. 
Is a maiden. His heart no longer is cold; 

She restored it to something like normal condition. 
And surely you all will make th' admission, 
There's no cause for regret. 
For he did not forget, — 
As some may have fret, — 
Tliat a duty he owed to his friends of the past. 

But pardon the word — not friends of the past; 

For while life doth last. 

His friendship's assured, though the die he has cast 

To travel through life 

With a most charming wife; 
And may plenty and peace, for every and aye, 
Be their lot and ours. 

And pray. 
What IS the need, 
Because we've decreed 
To bask in love's bowers. 
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To cut friendship's ties 
And old chums to despise, — 
Forgetting the prize 
They were in our eyes 
In years not long gone, 
When, our day's work scarce done, 
We hastened to meet them, 
And joyfully greet them, 
Confiding our pleasures, our joys, and our sorrow, 
And our little pet plans; or a dollar to borrow. 
For a diminished exchequer, or arrange for the morrow 
Or the Fourth of July, 
A trip up the river 
Where we could give a 
Good celebration 
Of the birth of our nation. 
Or spend a vacation 
And have a good time. 

We've had some good times, we boys, altogether. 
Betrayed now and then by the clerk of the weather, 
Wc once were compelled, for want of a shelter, 
To upturn a boat and run helter-skelter 
On the Fourth of July, in the season of summer. 
To find driftwood for fire to m^ke us feel warmer. 
We ran short of rations; had neither food nor 
"Dry clothing, that day, on the banks of the Moodna. 
This statement 's correct so far as the clothing; 
Concerning the food, I had quite a loathing 

To pass by the Moodna without making a rhyme. 
Which I trust you'll forgive me this one single time. 
Adherence to truth 
Is becoming in youth. 
But license is given to those who do climb 
The Empyrean heights on the wings of Pegasus, — 
Though often they make of themselves quite big asses. 
As they strain the Queen's English for a rhyme or a sen- 
tence. 
Regardless of truth, and past all repentance. 
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But let us not linger on dangerous ground ; 
Indictment against us can surely be found. 

Ihe Supreme Celibate is a man of good sense. 
He got tired at last of straddling the fence, 

For on this side were seven, and seven on that. 
Not counting in Sam, who his habitat 
Thought he would change; 
A proceeding not strange, 
For the age of discretion 
He long had achieved, 
And he firmly believed, 
To retain his authority, 
A step he must take to turn the majority. 

So obtaining possession 
Of the heart of a maiden 
He held a short session 
With her parent, the Gov. 
Assured him he had an abundance of love, 
And with it he gladly his daughter would laden. 

Now, sooner or later, whether or no, 
You*ll join the majority. Is it not so? 

Why, then, my dear boys, do you dillydally? 
Ere the silver appears, go seek an ally 
And leave the minority 
And so save yourself, 
Else time will locate you upon the top shelf. 

And please to remember 

That this is November. 
Of leap year but two months or less still remain. 

If a maiden an offer 

Unto you doth proffer, 

Act not the scoffer. 

But please do take off a 
Day and tell her her hand youll retain. 

But, 
"Thine own friend forsake not," the wise man de- 
clared. 
True friendship's a prize by time not impaired. 
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Then treat it not lightly, but as the days lengthen, 
Our friendships of old let us rather strengthen. 
So should the day come in woe or in weal, 
When the grasp of a friend we gladly would feel. 
We look not in vain for one kindly eye 
Amongst those about us, on which to rely. 

Then hail to the friendships, such as weVe known. 

They may have been equaled; they Ve ne'er been outshone. 
And as you go through the world on your journey in life 
Supplement them — supplant not — when taking a wife. 

So let us be wise 
And here is prosperity 
To us and posterity. 
May never asperity 

Betwixt us arise. 



XXV. 
THE OLD MAN AND THE HAT. 



Written, copyrighted and to be sung only by MAX COHEN. 

(Note. — The first verse only is given. The next five verses are 

omitted.) 

There was an old man, and he wasn't very rich. 
And when he died he didn't leave much, 
But he left an old hat, with a great big rim, 
All bound round with a wcK>3en string. 

Chorus, by the multitude: 

All bound round with a wckx en string, 
All bound round with a wooden string. 
All bound round with a wooi'Ken strings 
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XXVI. 
NO MORE NEED APPLY. 



BY PHILIP COWEN. 
Read at the Initiation of Daniel P. Hays into the "Celibates." 

Just keep down the bars till the Doctor gets in, 
Then close the door tightly without making a din. 
We're a close corporation of friends, some may say. 
And 'tis true. But we are not friends of a day. 

In childhood many made mud pies together, 
Ll^ndismayed by the fear of parental shoe-leather; 
In boyhood our friendships still further extended. 
From street gamins oft we each other defended. 
When in tones most defiant they would ask with clenched 

fist 
"What ingine you run for — Live Oak or Big Six?" 
No difference it made whether one 'twas or t'other, 
The clenched fist came down, — and the cry we would 

smother. 

In the heyday of youth our circle still grew. 

Till the worth of true friendship we all of us knew. 

We were friends in our joy, we were friends in our 

sorrow ; 
And even a dime we feared not to borrow. 
To a row up the Hudson, a sail down the bay, 
A trip to the Highlands, few ever said Nay, 
Ever ready were we for a game or a frolic. 
With not a spare moment to be melancholic. 
Rather regardless concerning the noise, 
Wherever we went we felt we were boys. 

E'en now, when manhood's estate we have reached. 
And the marital sermon to near all has been preached — 
And each one has found for a helpmate in life 
The most charming woman that e'er was made wife — 
Even now we delight to be acting like boys, 
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As we gather together to taste of life's joys. 
We sing our old songs, and new ones we've writ ; 
And if poor are the rhymes, we don't mind it a bit. 

Yes, songs we have written in what is called verse — 

Some are quite bad, and others still worse, 

While the voices that sing them would make a saint curse. 

But so long as on them a tune we can hitch. 

We heed very little the varying pitch. 

If anger did cross us, 'twas but as a cloud 

Which the warm wind of friendship away from us blowed. 

While the sunshine of love but the brighter appeared, 

When, the cloud blown away, the atmosphere cleared. 

Can we pass on through life without meeting a ruffle? 

No more than a Celt can, minus a scuffle. 

And even if righteous our ruffling may be, 

For the good of the whole, a wrong word once spoken 

Must be overlooked and friendship not broken. 

We're knit close together, and one strand undone, 

The fall of our fabric at once is begun. 

Yes, life's made up of joys and sorrows and cares. 
We can't reap the wheat without meeting with tares. 
Nor can we eat honey, and candy, and cake. 
Without running the risk of getting toothache. 
Some drawbacks we meet with : they're the sauce for the 

salad. 
Without which the green stuff would pall on the palate. 

Ninety-two is a Leap Year, I suppose you all know ; 
Will we pass it unscathed? Indeed, I think No! 
Just watch the possessor of that "big rolling eye" — 
Can he a maid's charms much longer defy? 
When he comes back to town, his peculiar demeanor. 
So thoughtful and happy, would show that he's seen her. 
If I am not mistaken, come, tell us your choice, — 
Hosanna, we'll sing, with unanimous voice. 

When we made our first vows of freedom from woman, 
Dan Hays and the Doctor, who both were more human ^ 
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Already had yielded to promptings of love, 

And each cooed with his girl like an old-fashioned dove. 

To become Celibates was then beyond range, 

But Time's whirligig has wrought a great change. 

Now, hostage to fortune we've most of us given, 

And bachelor's bonds we've pretty well riven. 

We therefore conclude, before closing the door, 

To take in the Doctor and Attomey-at-Law. 

The latter his duty right nobly has done, 

And we've had a high time, for there's been lots of fun. 

If the Doctor dare dally, he'd better beware! 

That dinner we'll have, or else we'll get square. 

Yes, we have married; have families raised. 

We've been blessed with good health, for which God be 

praised. 
So fill up your bumpers and let's have a toast: 
**To our wives and our children, — ^those whom we love 

most; 
May contentment and health with us ever abide; 
May we feel in our children a just, honest pride." 

New York, April 30, 1892. 
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XXVII. 
WILKOMMEN. 



BY CHARLES BRAND. 
Air: "Ich bin der Doctor Eisenbart." 

Willkommen brudder Celebates 

Billi willi wick-um-bum. 
Willkommen also be your mates, 

Billi, etc. 
Tonight so happy we vill be, 
Soaked mit Beer, hilarity. 
So let your spirits soar right free. 

Billi, etc, 

Fm German you can bet your life, 

Billi, etc. 
Und I've got a little deitscher wife, 

Billi, etc. 
I've got a quarter of a dozen kids, 
So rosy und chumppy und full of wits 
Dey yells so loudt dot my ears dey splidts 

Billi, etc. 

Of Sauerkraut I eats my fill, 

Billi, etc. 
Und not a drop of it I sphill, 

Billi, etc. 
Of bohne, worst, I eat me lots 
So much dot I almost verplotz 
I like dem most like I like my shatz 

Billi, etc. 

So come und join me in de fun, 

Billi, etc. 
For drubbles I don't got me one 

Billi, etc. 
So long as hops und malt is cheap, 
Und de keg runs freely we drink deep 
Undil de Sun in de east does beep. 

Billi, etc. 



38 SONGS OF THE CELIBATES. 

XXVIII 
SAM GREENBAUM'S PARTY. 



BY CHARLES BRAND. Air: "De Golden Wedding. 

We'll go to Sam. Greenbaum's party, 

All the Celibates will be there — 
Oh! such shouting and such singing 

As will rend the midnight air. 
Pity, pity all the neighbors 

Who reside for miles around; 
How they'll wish they were in Mars 

Or thousand fathoms underground. 

Chorus: 

For the Celibates will be there, 

So banish thought and banish care. 
Bring along your damsels fair, 

For soon we will be treading. 
Won't we have a jolly time 

Cracking jokes and drinking wine! 
All the high-toned Celibates 

Will be at Sam. Greenbaum's party. 

To Max Cohen's puns we'll listen. 

And to be polite we'll smile, 
W^hile down in our hearts we wish him 

Landed on some far-off isle 
With Sol. Baerlein, where in clover 

Twice told tales they can recite 
To the Chimpanzee and Do-Do, 

From the morn till late at night. — Chorus. 

Wallenstein will be right in it 

With his diamonds flashing bright, 
How their glimmer and their shimmer 

Into daylight changes night! 
His broad smile like Hamelin's Piper 
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Bring all children to his feet, 
And the girls cry out enraptured, 

"Isn't he just perfect, sweet." — Chorus. 

Hcchheimer and Dan. P. Hays, late 

Added to our Table Round, 
Stand aghast and wonderstricken 

At the weird, uncanny sound 
Hochy murmurs, "Am I dreaming?" 

Danny says, "Can such things be?" 
"Are they men or are they imps. 

These Celibates so gay and free?" — Chorus. 

Here's to Sam., the Most Supreme High 

Celibate, who heads our band; 
He's a right good jolly fellow, 

Full of grit, with lots of sand; 
And his heart, big as a house, is 

Full of frolic, full of fun; 
Ever may he thus be blessed 

Till his Celibate work be done.— -Chorus. 



XXIX. 



A GIRL'S COMPOSITION ON A CELIBATE. 

BY OTILIE BRAND. 



The Celibate is a noble animal. It has a big head at 
one end and big feet at the other, which is different from 
some of 'em which has "grosse Fuss" at both ends. The 
Celibate is mostly married, but some is left. You can al- 
ways tell a left Celibate when you see him becuz he has 
lots of curly hair, which will cum in handy some day as 
stuffin' fur pillers and so 4th. I onct knowed sum Celi- 
bates and I liked them orful, and there wuz some other 
gurls and they liked 'em orful too and we wuz rele good 
gurls an' so we each got one as a reward of merit. Sum 
gurls like dum' animals, but as fur us give us Celibates or 
give us death. 
New York, Jan. 23, 1893. 
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XXX. 

A SONG OF THE CELIBATES. 

BY SELINA GREENBAUM. Air: "The Prodigal Son." 

We'll sing you a song of the Celibates, 

We will, we will; 
Their friendship, you know, long antedates, 

It does, it does, 
My acquaintance with you, or you, or you, 
They've always sworn to be true, so true, 
And stick to each other like glue, like glue 

Sing tra la la la la la la, 
Sing tra la la la la la la, 

Charlie Brand must hear what we've got to say^ 

He must, he must; 
Tho' generally it's the other way. 

It is, it is. 
But to-night it's our turn you'll find. 
Were not to be hindered from speaking our mind. 
We wouldn't be women if we were that kind — 

Sing tra la la la la la la, etc. 

W^e've an editor here, just look at his 'Ed, 

Just look, just look; 
Now Phil, keep cool and don't get red. 

Now don't, now don't. 
There's Jake don't know what is the racket. 
If there's any joke he wants to crack it. 
Or any pie he's sure to track it — 

Sing tra la la, etc. 

There was a young man and he was named Sol., 

He was he was * 
He said, "When I'm marned I'll take a hall,"— 

Be he hasn't, he hasn't — 
"And pay my penalty like a man, 
Invite you all to come, if you can. 
And eat up the contents of dish and pan — 

Sing tra la la, etc. 
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There was an ole man with an aged hat^ 

There was, there was; 
If you ask Max C. he will answer "What?" 

He will, he will. 
But once at the hat we've all had a peep. 
Maurice Rapp says nothing, but thinks some heap. 
No doubt, how much two babies cost to keep — 

Sing tra la la, etc. 

Dan Hays, the pioneer Harlemite, 

Is here, is here; 
He thinks Yorkville's all wrong and Harlem'^s all right. 

He does, he does. 
The Doctor doesn't agree with him quite, 
Thinks the seventies far enough up for height. 
Coming from theatre on Saturday night — 

Sing tra la la, etc. 

Will. Unger is thinking what "shtuss'^ this rs. 

He is, he is; 
That women's mouths were meant for kisses, 

They were, they were. 
But once in a while we really must be 
As childlike and jolly as our hubby, 
And suit our style to the company — 

Sing tra la la, etc. 

Sam. Green is director of rackets now. 

He is, he is; 
He directs all the postals now, 

He does, he docs; 
But once he forgets the giver's name, 
The next time to tell when to go or remain, 
But we all manage to get there just the same — 

Sing tra la la, etc. 

Our Sam had a party the other night,. 

He had, he had; 
It was a surprise and a jolly sight. 

It was, it was. 
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He found us all as still as a mouse, 
In dominoes, for a gay carouse, 
Said he, "There ain*t a cigar in the house" — 

Sing tra la la, etc. 

Morris B. and Mark A. always used to be here. 

They used, they used; 
Now they are married they don't appear, 

They don't, they don't. 
We're sorry, boys, you lose all the fun. 
This sort of sport should be missed by none, 
You'll not always be boys, nor always be young- 
Sing tra la la, etc. 

Two solitaires we have in our midst, 

We have, we have; 
Didst think we forget to trot them out? 

Now didst, now didst? 
The one is, by turns, a warrior or pope. 
In *'eddication's" his only hope, 
With Asmannshauser he well can cope — 

Sing tra la la, etc. 

The other lives on the Avenue. 

He does, he does; 
Vanderbilt and he have big revenue, 

They have, they have. 
No matter, he's good, even if he's a swell, 
If he would get married all yet would be well; 
Maybe he means to; if so, he don't tell — 

Sing tra la la, etc. 

And now the hero and host comes forth. 

He comes, he comes; 
Cyrus, last but not least, so be not wroth. 

Be not, be not. 
We're sure to have a jolly good time, 
We'll have it in reason, or take it in rhyme. 
And Rachie will help us and join in the chime — 

Sing tra la la, etc. 



1 
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On Broadway there is a framist bold. 

There is, there is; 
When Nat is left the day is cold, 

It is, it is. 
Once he begged and prayed for decorum, 
Now he says nothing, and we cry "war-um?" 
He points to his frou and he says "dar-um" — 

Sing tra la la. 



ADDENDUM BY D. P. HAYS. 

Selina Greenbaum wrote a pome, 

She wrote, she wrote; 
Her husband knows it in his home, 

He knows, he knows. 
He's had nothing to eat for a week and a day, 
And his children are crying while they play — 
"Our mother is writing her time away" — 

Sing tra la la, etc. 

There was a blizzard in *'88, 

There was, there was; 
It came on Greenbaum's wedding date, 

It did, it did. 
But that didn't keep him from getting tied, 
With a nuptial knot to last till he died; 
Many a time since then he's sighed — 

Sing tra la la, etc. 

We gather to-night to celebrate. 

We do, we do; 
The happiness of this Celibate, 

We do, we do. 
We wish him all manner of joy and bliss, 
And may content and happiness ever be his; 
Come, Sam, give Selina a hug and a kiss — 

Sing tra la la, etc. 
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XXXI. 

AND WE WANT TO GO THERE SOME MORE. 



BY MAX COHEN. Air; "The Bowery 



♦« 



Listen well and you'll hear some noise. 
Hilarious laughter and boisterous joys; 
There's a gay time on with the boys and girls. 
As the Celibate crowd its banner unfurls, 
With speeches galore and songs so fine, 
With eating of viands and drinking of wine. 
And such rich treasures of Friendship's" store, 
That we want to go there some more. 

Chorus-* 
Th^ Celibates, the Celibates, 
They say such things, and they do strange things; 

The Celibates, the Celibates, 
But we want to go there some more. 

Nat. Ulman is giving a racket to-night, 

And all of us think that he is doing quite right. 

In the world of art he cuts a figure so fine, 

Near as grand as what from the mirror doth shine; 

But in naught doth he show such exquisite grace. 

As when he, as host, doth set the pace, 

And, besides, he's a brilliant orator, 

And we want to go there some more. 

Chorus: "The Celibates, etc. 

Who'll be the next to give us a chance 

To caper, to dine, and playfully prance, 

While Wallenstein warbles, and Charley plays Leah, 

And Hocbey explains the Pharmacopa'Cia, 

In connection with appetites gratified; 

While Platzek, with fairy tales keeps us supplied. 

Of the girls he could have in greatest store 

If the Celibates came no more. 

Chorus: The Celibates, etc. 
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ADDENDUM BY E. HOCHHEIMER. 

The Celibate's were at Sam Greenbaum's one night, 

They didn't get full, and they didn't get tight; 

They stood in the dark, for they turned out the light, 

And they kept just as still as a mouse. 

They dressed all alike, and they dressed all in pink, 

And they giggled, screamed and said, "What will he 

think?" 
But they got badly left, for there's nothing to drink, 

And there was no cigar in the house. 

Chorus: The Celibates, etc. 



XXXII. 



WALLENSTEIN AND WASHINGTON: OH, 

WHAT A NIGHT. 



AT SULZBERGER'S, FEBRUARY 22, 1893. 



Fair gleamed the eye, as one by one and two by two 
the Celibates arrived at, and were admitted to the abode 
of the Sulzberger's, with the vast expanse of park stretch- 
ing out in front with true baronial nobility of amplitude. 

As the dames halted on the second floor to relieve 
themselves of their outer wrappings, the sterner sex be- 
took themselves to the flight above and aided the host 
in his herculean efforts to prevent the decanter (mi the 
table from overflowing. 

Betimes, the guests were gathered, and men-folk and 
women-folk wended their way adown the stories to the 
^mbllng-hall, and here, with all the fierce ferocity 
evoked by the desperate passion of play, they reveled in 
the mad dissipation of Progressive Hearts. 

Wild gleams of rage glinted from the despairing eyes 
of those who had lost, when the end of the devotions 
to Fortune revealed the winnings of Celibates Hays and 
Platzek, and Unger, and Mrs. Unger. Oh! why will 
human beings surrender their royal estate of manhood 
and succumb to the seductions of the gaming-table I 
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The striking and startling novelty of the joyous occa- 
sion was the rendition of a song written by Mrs. Samue! 
Greenbaum, who had wisely taken the precaution to sur- 
round herself bv all the other women in the house, as a 
measure of defense against the possibility of a hostile 
attack. The innate chivalry of the Celibates, however, 
constituted the protection upon which the cantatrice 
could most safely rely. 

Yes, take it altogether it was not such a poor song. 
It was, to tell the truth, a fitting lyric prelude to the feast 
tliat followed, as the assemblage faced to the banqueting- 
room. Who but a Catullus could do justice in words 
to the goodly things of food and wine that followed eacli 
other with constantly-varied and ever-increasing bounty 
and beauty and sweet savor. Gladly would I have called 
his muse to my aid, but the poor fellow died one thousand 
nine hundred and thirty-seven years ago. 

And the feast of reason comported well with the rich- 
ness and variety of the viands, and with the sparkling 
exhilarativeness of the flowing bowl. The addresses 
which were delivered gave evidence of the many-sided 
qualities of the Celibates. Especially noteworthy was 
the masterly oration by Washington Green, who was 
appropriately selected to dwell upon the theme suggestefl 
by the occasion. The thrilling eloquence of the orator 
was worthily wedded to the winning words in which Kis 
period was couched. 

It is barely possible that I am making extensive drafts 
upon my imagination in thus describing the effort of Cel- 
ibate Green, as my attention was considerably diverted 
by the distracting demonstrations of some of the auditors. 
Ullman, who as Sergeant-at-Arms should have been par- 
ticularly solicitous to maintain decorum, and Brand, who 
sanctimoniously assumed to act as peace restorers, were 
especially blameworthy for their boisterous uproarious- 
ncss. It is not pleasant to indulge in these personalities, 
but JUSTICE demands that the truth should be divulged, 
and that injustice should be stigmatized without fear or 
shrinking. 

Moved by the promise of glittering professional possi- 
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bilities in the future, Celibate Cohen hurled himself into 
the breach, and prevailed upon the assembled multitude 
to assume some semblance of order and attention, and 
secured for Celibate Green the opportunity of delivering 
his oration, extolling in glowing terms the high position 
attained by Wallenstcin, towering Colossus-like above 
his pillars. He also reiferred, in fitting terms, to the 
genial qualities of Mr. Washington, who, though not 
present, was pleasantly remembered. 

But to return to our banquet. Ah! if we could but 
return to it in reality, as often and as fondly as we do in 
memory! William, the valliant William, the unterrified 
Brother Unger. Ungerrammatical never, boldly vindi- 
cating the honor of the male Celibates, came forward, 
undauntedly and showed the feebler sex that they might 
do very well, considering their intellectual limitations — 
might, perhaps, even anon take some fresh flight in lit- 
erature, but that there were some heights still unattaina- 
ble by their muse. 

(Here a brief intermission is allowed for some remarks 
by various members of the troupe) : 

Wallenstein : "Ha! Muse; that is music to my ears." 
Ullman: "Yes, it is very amusing." 
Brand : "Hush ; I am used to that sort of thing." 
Greenbaum: "Come, youse are getting all mixed up." 
Celibate Unger's poem was, indeed, a veritable success, 
as it added the fragrance of poesy to the fervor of elo- 
quence as a worthy tribute to the memory of the country's 
sire, in the person of Washington, though it failed to do 
full justice to the glory of the country's desire in the per- 
son of Wallenstein. 

Who can transfix in words all the bright wit and jovial 
humor of that memorable night! We can hint at a scene 
and suggest a bit of fun ; but what pen, skilled with what- 
soever cunning it may be can catch the glinting rays of 
sunlight as they fall or give utterance to the sounds that 
haunt the woods when spring time gives new life to all the 
feathered tribes that people the trees and sing glad visions 
because of their freedom from the thraldom of Winter. 
Yes, we are as children when together. Nor need we 
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hang our heads in shame at the imputation. For, if we 
indulge in the freedom of childhood, it is with its purity 
as well as with its unrestrained freedom. Rather with 

fondness and tenderness may we think of the loving 
friendliness and kindliness that subsists among us. Well 
may we look forward with sweet serenity to the prospect 
of growing old together as we have grown up together, 
as true-hearted, warm-hearted, blithe and romping boys 
and girls. 

This may all be rank heresy. If so, there was a unani- 
mous group of heretics that morning at Sulzberger's 
(God bless their courteous hospitality) on the birthday of 
Wallenstein and Washington, when it was realized all of 
a sudden that it was four A. M. ; for, despite the fierce and 
ugly storm without that had to be faced on the home- 
ward journey, there was but one sentiment prevalent, and 
that was that a Celibate racket is a goodly thing for boy 
or girl, however old. 

MAX COHEN. 



XXXIII. 
WHERE ARE THE CELIBATES? 



BY P. COWEN. 



Where, oh where, have the Celibates gone to. 

Where, oh where, have the Celibates gone to. 

Where, oh where, have the Celibates gone to. 

Near all of them have married been. 

Where, oh where, are the Celibate children. 
Where, oh where, are the Celibate children, 
Where, oh where, are the Celibate children. 
Home in bed where they ought to be. 
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XXXIV. 

CYRUS SALUTAMIS. 

BY WM. UNGER. 

Cyrus, we who have come in answer to your call 
Salute you ; bring hearty greeting, one and all, 
No second summons, need you ever send. 
Drop a postal once, and Celibates will attend. 

Not to partake of your good cheer alone dear Cyrus, 
Are we gathered here, but each is desirous 
Of giving vent to patriotic feeling, or rather. 
Honoring the memory of our country's father. 

Those were indeed fine times, the days of yore; 
Then was not heard the Tammany Tiger's roar. 
Kodak conventions were not then in use 
And anti-snappers knew no Syracuse. 

But then as now tho' contention did run high. 
When it came to put a finger in the pie, 
All hands were ready, and to get a plum 
Back to the "haul," the kickers all would come. 

With Italians and Silesians you\e done so weK 
I sometimes wonder Cyrus, and who can tell' 
Whether the prophet Grover in his Lakewood exile 
Does not hit on you to tackle a Sandwich isle. 

Here I am looking forward instead of turning back. 
It seems the power of fixedness, I must lack. 
So with cold facts I will no longer bore ye. 
But tell instead a pretty little storv. 

Down in old Virginia, so historians tell. 
Near the Potomac shores, there once did dwell 
A man named Washington. And they further relate 
He was endowed with children and a large estate. 
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Of all his flock George was his pet and pride. 
This lad was spirited, lively, why, he could safely ride 
The wildest horse; he could swim and fish and hunt. 
Was bold and fearless; any danger he'd confront. 

The elder Washington one fine day said, 
In tones so stern that George became afraid, 
Did'st thou cut down that pretty cherry tree, 
With the hatchet that thy mother gave to thee? 

George turned deep red, his confusion couldn't check. 
He feared right then he'd get it in the neck, 
Abashed, speechless, firm rooted to the spot, 
At last exclaimed, O father ax me not. 

A smile of joy lit up the father's face 

For in the son's reply, he easily could trace 

Signs of greatness for his darling son, 

A future shedding lustre on Washington. 

To his bosom his loving boy he clasped in pride 
As a groom gathers in his new-made bride. 
And said exultant, your pun none can resist; 
You will be the great American humorist. 

Georgie required an outlet for his wit 

And the father bent on fostering it, 

Sprung a new comic paper on the unhappy land, 

For in those days of life no Puck was at command. 

Of all the funny writers then were known 
One alone they feared— ^the great (and only) Max Cohen 
Compared with his hiimor that of George grew dirri ; ' 
Matchless was his old hat with the woolen brim. 

Did you ever build castles in the air. 

Structures stately, huge, ornate and fair. 

Soaring aloft almost atop the sky * ' - ; . .' 

Loaded with all the riches gold can buy.' '. - r v • 
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I have built them oft and many a time. 
And as I tried the dizzy heights to dimb, 
A sudden shock would overtake me, and a fall, 
And down came castles and wealth and all. 

Excuse this interpolation if you please, 
'Twas no bother, the last verse came with ease. 
A rhymster in these days to gain some glory 
Must philosophize a bit, but to return to the story. 

The father's fond hopes never were fulfilled — 
The son did not pan out as papa willed. 
The clever efforts were all, alas, misspent 
For George rose no higher than to be President. 



XXXV. 
THE ONLY SOLLY BAERLEIN 



BY CHARLES BRAND. Air: "Solomon Levi." 

My name is Solomon Baerlein 

Just look at me, ain't I sweet? 
My house is fine and so's my wine 

And my wife she can't be beat. 
Fm up to snuff, all sorts of stuff 

Have what in "Yiddish" is called "chine" 
I am the only, inimitable. 

The Simon Pure Solly Baerlein. 

Chorus : 

For I'm Solomon Baerlein, 

Baerlein Tra la la la. 
Ex-Director of Rackets Sol. Baerlein 

Tra la la la la la la la la la la. 
I'm up to snuff, all sorts of stuff 

I have what in "Yiddish" is called "chine*^ 
I am the only inimitable, 

The Simon Pure Solly Baerlein. 
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I'm vender of lace curtains. 

And reviver of long lost yams, 
For them the world I'd wander o'er 

To Ireland's innermost tarns, 
For them the Talmud I ponder, 

The Vedas and Vestas too, 
And when I serve them up to my friends, 

I make them believe they're new. — Chorus 

To those poor maidens I left behind 

When my dear spouse I wed 
My heart goes out in sympathy 

And many tears I've shed. 
Man's cruel laws they limit me, 

I could not wed but one. 
So take what's left, of me bereft 

'Tis the best that can be done. — Chorus. 

If there's any question about an)rthing. 

That anyone wants to know. 
About science, or art, or literature. 

About the heavens or earth below; 
Be not afraid to come to me. 

I'm equal to any call, 
For I'm the only, inimitable. 

The man who knows it alL — Chorus. 

April 29th, 1893. 
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XXXVI. 
HURRAH FOR THE CELIBATES. 



BY PHILIP COWEN. 
Air: "Glory, Glory Hallelujah. 



»» 



Sol Baerlein and the Doctor have at last set up the beer, 
It took so long^ we had some doubts that ever we'd get 

here. 
But now that they have kept their word we'll give a 

heartv cheer — 

Hurrah for the Celibates! 

Chorus — Glory, glory hallelujah; 
Glory, glory hallelujah; 
Glory, glory hallelujah; 
Hurrah for the Celibates 1 

'Tis not so very long ago that Phil did prophesy 

The fate that soon would overtake Sol. with his rolling 

eye, 
Ere Leap Year passed that he would bend beneath the 

marriage tie. 

And treat the Celibates. (Chorus.) 

A word of cheer let's offer for the unregenerate, 

The lawyer and professor who know not the married 

state; 
Together they can sympathize and smile upon our fate. 

And think they are Celibates. (Chorus.) 

The Doctor and Dan. Hays are in, the doors we now may 

bar, 
A jollier crowd of boys and girls you'll hunt for very far; 
No word unkind, or deed, we hope will ever cause a jar 

Within the Celibates. (Chorus.) 
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XXXVII. 
THE SUNSHINE OF TAMMANY HALLY, 



BY MAX COHEN. Air: "Paradise Alley." 

There's a house in 'teenth Street, 

Such as often you meet, 

Where the boys on election night rally. 

Though the building's quite old, 

And is lately quite cold, 

'Tis a place that's called Tammany Hally. 

And a young man so sweet. 

You will there often meet, 

He's the godson of General Warley, 

He has black curly hair, 

And the boys all declare, 

He's the sunshine of Tammany Hally. 

Chorus: 

Every Sunday to his love we would like to go, 
All the boys and all the girls do love him so. 
Always jolly, of wit an unceasing flow. 
He is the Sunshine of Tammany Hally. 

That he ought to get wed, 

Has quite often been said, 

He should look for a Rachel or Sally. 

Not put off till too old, 

Till all sentiment's cold, 

Or he will repent of his folly. 

Do as Celibates did. 

Or by Angels be chid, 

Be warned by us, oh! Maxey Warley I 

Go order the "Chuppah" 

The parson and supper. 

You Sunshine of Tammany Hally, 



cz: 
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Chorus: 

Every year to his wedding we hope to go, 
All the boys and all the girls who love him so, 
Always waiting, what for surely we don't know. 
He is the Sunshine of Tammany Hally. 

We have waited before, 

For months a full score. 

For this racket we've hankered so sorely. 

But we get it to-night. 

He has hit it just right. 

Has our host our own dear Maxey Warley. 

You can bet it's a go. 

Here at Delmonico, 

Still we say and declare without parley. 

We'd prefer he'd provide 

At his own fireside, 

Would this Sunshine of Tammany Hally, 

Chorus: 

Then often on Sunday to his home we would go, 
All the boys and all the girls who love him so, 
Then he'd be jolly with a lovely Frau 
To make him the Sunshine of Tammany Hally. 

April nth, i8g6. 
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XXXVIII. 
OUR WARLEY. 



BY CHARLES BRAND. 
Air: "The Cracksmen's Chant" 

At Warley's call we're here to-night 
To eat and drink till morning light, 

Ladi! fadil hip! fi! ladi! hi! ho! 
A Celibate he vows he'll be 
From now until eternity. 

Ladi! fadi! hip! fi! ladi! hi! ho! 

His effulgent radiance like the sun 
No beauteous maid dare gaze upon, 

Ladi, fadi, etc. 
To woo him to her willing side. 
In Hymen's bowers to abide. 

Ladi, fadi, etc. 

Oh! would that some Delilah fair 
Could get you Warley by the hair, 

Ladi, fadi, etc. 
Like Sampson of your strength then shorn 
To her snug nest you might be borne 

Ladi, fadi, etc. 

Through ''Progress" be your watchword now, 
And to the Law allegiance vow, 

Ladi, fadi, etc. 
As "Papa" you'd more truly still. 
Your mission on this earth fulfill. 

Ladi, fadi, etc. 

This debt to mankind that you owe, 
Now Warley you should not forego, 

Ladi, fadi, etc. 
Dame Nature asks of thee as fee. 
Some copies for prosperity. 

Ladi, fadi, etc. 
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Not like the poppy for an hour. 
Ought Warley grace this mortal bower, 

Ladi, fadi, etc. 
But Warley Platzeks for all time 
Must grace our Country and our clime. 

Ladi, fadi, etc. 

April nth, 1896. 



XXXIX. 

HARLEM CIVILITY. 



BY SOLOMON BAERLEIN. 
Aif : Cynthia, Cynthia, I've Been Thinking. 

I'm the feoss of Civil Service; 
Don't it really make you nervous? 
Gaze on me with Awe and Amaze, 
I'm Commissioner D, P. Havs, 

I can ask them any Question,. 
At my own or Ray's suggestion. 
We would have you understand 
We're a big Man in this land. 

How a man gets a City Office 

— ^Unless he a Tammany-Tough is — 

You will very readily see, 

When as follows he's answered me: 

How many miles to Kalamazoo? 
How many bars on Third Avenoo? 
What's the length of Hudson River? 
In what Dees trick 's Paddv Divver? 
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How many dogs go to a "Pound"? 
How much time for "Drinks around"? 
How big are Chicago feet? 
How many drinks to a Policeman's beat? 

Who's discoverer of Columbus? 

How old's a horse on a 5th Avenue 'bus? 

When will A. S. Hewitt raise 

St. Patrick's flag and sing its praise? 

How many spots are on the "Sun"? 
Who struck Billv Paterson? 
Why's the Tower of Pisa lean? 
When is it Ouinine? when Kineen? 

When will Croker and "Democrat" Hill 
Pass a Ballot-Reform bill? 
When will Brennan have streets clean 
And put the "Wigwam" in Quarantine? 



XL. 

^'GREEN DATES." 



BY SOLOMON BAERLEIN. 
Air: Once der was an Old Man, etc 

Once der was a Young Man, 
Whose name was Sammy Green, 

And he lived not a long time ago; 

He had lots of Wool 

On de top of de head, 
Dat's de place where the Wool do grow. 

Weep no more, me Ladies! 

Weep no more to-day! 
You mustn't be alarmed. 
For he really won't be harmed, 

You'll hear him here to-day. 
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Chorus: 

Hang up de fiddle and de bow! 

Hang up de shovel and de hoe I - 
Dere's no more work, 
So Sammy can smirk > 

And let his whiskers grow* 

• 

Once der was a Young Man, 
Whose name was Cyrus L., 

And he left not a long time ago ; 
As a man of good parts, 
He had a Game of Hearts, 
Which was by no means slow. 
Weep no mpre, me Ladies! . 
Weep no more to-day! 
Though to Europe he tvent sailing, 
He wasn't really* ailing. 

And is back here blythe and gay. 

» Chorus 

Now this bright Director Green, 
As will very soon be seen, 
Was noted as a scribe; 

So he quickly did indite 
A message to invite 
The Celibates to imbibe. 

Weep no more, me Ladies; 
Weep not for his Fame; 
'Though there were some Kicks^ 
Because the dates he'd mix. 
We got there just the same. 

Chorus 



fn 
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XLI. 
A SINGLE PAIR. 



BY SOLOMON BAERLEIN. 
Air: My Sweetheart's the Man in the Moon. 

Every Celibate has a Sweetheart, 

But our Henry M. ; 
All the Celibates have their Wives 

At home to welcome them; 
Our PiX)fessor has Another — 

His days and nights to cheer, 
She is — Assmanshauser, Claret, 

Bass' Ale and Beer. 
H. M. L. Solos — 

My Sweetheart is Bacchus Divine, 

To her my X)evotions incline ; 
Ambrosial Nectar — 

^I fondly expect her — 

I love thee, my Darling — old Wine. 
"^ (Repeat.) 

Every Celibate has a 'Sweetheart, 

But our Counsellor, Ma^^; 
All the Celibates have their Wives 

To welcome them with smacks; 
But our Warley has Another 

On whom he fondly dotes, 
. She, the one he worships fondly. 

She is — the People's Votes. 

My loved one is Tammany Hall, 
I flirt with her all through the Fall; 

I seek her selection 

At every election. 

And offer my Voice and my Gall. 

Repeat. 

April 29th, 1893. 
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XLII. 
OUR ORATOR, SAMMY GREEN. 



BY CHARLES BRAND. Air: "Daisy." 

There is a Celibate in our crowd 

Sammy, Sammy, 
Of whose orations we are quite proud. 

Of our Sammivel. 
His language may be full of learning and wit, 
His gesturings do us entrance, 
If we of his speeches could hear the least bit, 
How glad we would be of the chance. 

Chorus: Sammy, Sammy, 
How we'd like to listen to you. 
You make us half crazy, 
Now, Sammy, you really do. 
No Celibate calmer, serener, 
Of more excellent carriage, demeanor, 

For you look sweet. 

And can't be beat 

Making a speech, 
You do. 

But, strange to relate, and yet it is true, 

Sammy, Sammy, 
Your speech, oft repeated, to us is still new, 

Is still new, Sammivel. 
For never a line of it have we e'er heard, 
No sentence, expression or thought. 
We eagerly wait to catch the first word, 
Your muse we all eagerly court. — Chorus. 

On Vivian Heights, your voice you should train, 

Sammy, Sammy, 
And roar your great speeches straight out to the plain 

To the plain, Sammivel. 
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The trees would be elcxjuent listeners, still, 
No Max Cohen your wrath would inspire, 
And when we next meet, you could give him his fill 
And blow him sky high, if not higher. — Chorus. 

In the days long, long past, when Sam courting did go, 

The daisy, the daisy. 
In American things he knew he'd no show. 

Had no show, Sammivel. 
He gathered Moliere, Racine and Hugo, 
Delved deep into Gallican lore, 
And this is the language I'd like you to know 
He used when he stormed her heart's door: 
"Dese, Dese, donne-moi ton reponse doux, 
J'suis demi creze, tout sur accompte de vous, 
Ce n'est pas un rekerky marriage. 
Je ne peux pas afforder un carriage, 

Mais vous, si belle 

Sur la selle 
D'une bicycle juste pour deux." 
April 29th, 1893. 



XLIII. 
OLD ACQUAINTANCE. 



BY P. COWEN. 

Come, Celibates, let's clasp our hands, renew our olden 

vow. 
That never we'd forget the boys if we did take a frau; 
May happiness and length of days each benedict await, 
And also many an olive branch e'en to the number eight. 
Chorus: Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 

And never brought to mind, 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot. 
And the days of auld lang syne. 
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XLIV. 
THE GERMAN B(R)ANDS. 



BY SOPHIE HOCHHEIMER. 

A German gives us Charlie Brand — 
Wie-di-wie, de wiss bum-yum! 
And here we now in Deutschland land — 

Wie-di-wie, de wiss yum-bum! 
I thought I'd try to write a song — 

Wie-di-wie, de wiss yum-bum 1 
To help our funny Sol along — 

Wie-di-wie, de wiss yum-bum ! 
Chorus: The Celibates, the Celibates, 

They are such very jolly mates ; 
The Celibates, the Celibates, 
They are such jolly mates. 

My husband says he's busy now — 

Wie-di-wie, etc.; 
He makes the Kur to every Frau — 

Wie-di-wie, etc. ; 
He has no time at home for me — 

Wie-di-wie, etc. ; 
So I must make the poetry. 

Wie-di-wie, etc. 

Chorus: 

Sam Greenbaum's wife is all O. K. — 

Wie-di-wie, etc. ; 
She goes off, the children stay — 

Wie-di-wie, etc. ; 
Her sister she has put in charge — 

Wie-di-wie, etc. ; 
While she goes off and bums at large — 

Wie-di-wie, etc. 
Chorus: 
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Dan Hays and Cyrus L. are here — 

Wie-di-wie, etc. ; 
They think this is so very queer — 

Wie-di-wie, etc. ; 
They don't know what a German is — 

Wie-di-wie, etc. ; 
But think they Uke that kind of fizz — 

Wie-di-wie, etc. 
Chorus: 

Our hostess here to-night is fine — 

Wie-di-wie, etc. ; 
She gives a dinner without wine — 

Wie-di-wie, etc. ; 
Let's give her all a rousing cheer — 

Wie-di-wie, etc. ; 
For giving us this lager beer-— 

Wie-di-wie, etc. 
Chorus: 

Now, don't you think I've said enough- 

Wie-di-wie, etc. ; 
Of all this silly kind of stuff?— 

Wie-di-wie, etc. ; 
Oft may the Celibates meet like this — 

Wie-di-wie, etc. ; 
And change the blues to times of blis 

Wie-di-wie, etc. 
Chorus: 

March 13, 1897. 
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XLV. 

THE CEL. CHILDREN. 

Poetry that makes James Whitcomb Riley. 



OTILIE BRAND, 
Read at the Baerlein-Hochheimer dinner, April 29th, 1893. 



There was once a lot of fellers, they wouldn*t marry. No! 
What were women good for, but for style and show. 
They made a solemn vow that they would single stay 
And have good times all by themselves and keep the girls 

away. 
They said they'd have such jolly times and laugh and 

dance and shout. 
But the pretty girls '11 get them if they don't watch out. 

The first that went was long and lank and 'd always laugh 

and grin, 
And made fun of everyone that was his blood and kin, 
And once when there was company and a pretty cousin 

there 
He looked askance, and looked again, and said he didn't 

care. 
For all the vows of celibacy. He'd put them all to rout, 
And the pretty girl she got him, 'cause he didn't watch 

out. 

Then there came two little boys and one was "Green" by 

name. 
The other one with eyes so blue, and oh! so very game! 
The one he loved, a little bird, she was a stunning 

"crower". 
The other met a charming maid, in "Hay"ste was he to 

show her. 
He took her to the theatre and everywhere about, 
And the pretty girls they got 'em 'cause they didn't watch 

out. 
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The next he met a budding Rose; the sweetness made 

him rash — 
But when he asked her, all she said was: "Oh! I want 

Mark Ash." 
And then there came another one of very finest Brand, 
Ii: vain resistance, when he saw he asked her for her hand. 
She gave him both with all her heart, I hope you do not 

doubt. 
And the pretty girls they got 'em 'cause they didn't watch 

out. 

Cowen and Cohen both were caught; Rapp rapped at 

Venus' shrine; 
Nor 'Ungery Will the sight could brook. He nibbled at 

love's line. 
While Sam, the Most Supreme High Cel., 
Ere he knew what he was about. 
Was gobbled up by a pretty girl, 'cause he didn't watch 

out 



The bachelors that remained then said your pledges you 

have broken, 
No longer will we lead lone lives but give to love the 

token. 
So each a lovely maiden led right up to Hymen*s Altar, 
But two were staunch, they would not swerve; their pur» 

pose wouldn't falter. 
Right up to date they've kept their word, yet still they 

must not shout; 
Or the pretty girls '11 get them, if they don't watch out. 



_JL^. 



■— H 
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XLVI. 
REJUVENATION. 



BY SOL. BAERLEIN. 
Air: •* Briug Back my Bonnie to^Me." 

While we sigh for the days that are over. 
For our youth — oh! so happy and gay! 

While we dream of the days lived in clover, 
Let us bring back Youth's Spirit to day. 

Chorus: 

Come back ! Come back ! 
Come back, old Spirit, 

To stay — for aye; 
Come back! Come back! 

Come back, sweet Spirit, to stay. 

While we think of our trouble and sorrow. 
And we long for past pleasures and joys; 

Let us banish all care till the morrow — 
For to-night we are all girls and boys. 

Chorus: ^ 

Come back! Come back! 
Come back, old Spirit, 

To stay — for aye; 
Come back ! Come back ! 

Come back, sweet Spirit, to stay. 

Delmonico's, April nth, 1896. 



68 SONGS OF THE CELIBATES. 

XLVII. 
DIE CELIBATES. 



BY SOL. BAERLEIN. 
Air: Ich bin der Doctor Eisenbart. 

Heut' woUen wir alle happy sein, 
Beim Charley Brand sei Dutch. 

Wir trinken Bier es gibt kei Wein, 
Hochheimer kost zu much. 

Der Ullman sagt wenn er (h) Unger hat 

Toucht Wallensteins Lager auch den spot, 

Der Sulsberger has grossen Dorscht 

Dem Green is alles worscht. 

Chorus: Die Celibates, die Celibates, 
Sind happy in United States. 
Die Celibates, die Celibates, 
Happy in United States. 

Der Platzek und der Leipziger 
Die Haben noch keine Frau'n. 

Der Cohn bringt sie gleich welche her, 
Er adverteist beim Cowen. 

Der Rapp und Greenbaum sind sehr proud, 

Mit Stylish kids — de latest oud. 

Hays, Benjamin, Ash und Baerlein, 

Jetzt stehn sie alle drein. 

Chorus: Die Celibates, die Celibates, 

Bei denen immer lustig gehts? 
Die Celibates, die Celibates, 
Bei Denen lustig gehts. 



March 13th, 1897. 
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XLVIII 
WE GATHERED IN THE EVENING. 



BY WILLIAM UNGER. 
(With apologies to Rudyard Kipling.) 

What is this crowd a slathered for? Said S'lina Green- 

baum's mate 
To tender you a big surprise, our Sammy Green did 

prate, 
Where did you get the tip — the tip? Said S'lina Green- 

baum's mate. 
The Gels were spiling for some sport, our Sammy Green 

did prate. 

At Danny Hays* they had such fun, Another shindy 

would devise 
So I set my brain a workin', and the happy thought 

did rise, 
To summon the Gels together and give Sam dear a 

surprise, 
To give our Sammy a surprise in the evenin'. 

How did vou know when I was born? Said S'lina Green- 

baum's mate, 
I consulted the luach, the luach, our Sammy Green did 

prate. 
That's the only way I do tell, myself. Said S'lina Green- 

baum's mate. 
And I've hit a date 'bout as well as you, our Sammy 

Green did prate. 

The date didn't bother us any, most anyone would 

do. 
We're privileged to make selection, just the same as 

you; 
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If you fix a birthday early or when suits you, make 
it late, 

You'll find us surprising Sammie in the evenin'. 

Now Boys and Girls, pitch in for fun, said S'lina Green- 

baum's mate. 
We're in for that just now, you bet; our Sammie Green 

did prate. 
Be lads and lassies once again, said S'lina Greenbaum's 

mate. 
We are not out in Dakota, sir! Our Sammy Green did 

prate. 

You can give us Schneider, and you the diamonds 

show. 
And you sing of the W^ooden String, in tempo quick 

or slow; 
Bring forth all your Castanien, for everything will 

When we're surprising Sammie in the evenin'. 

I'm getting on in years, ain't I? Said S'lina Greenbaum's 

mate. 
We're all right on the track with you, our Sammy Green 

did prate. 
Let's keep the ranks then, close and true, said S'lina 

Greenbaum's mate. 
Auld Lang Syne 's our motto, sir, our Sammy Green did 

prate. 

As the years go onward rolling, through sunshine 

and thro' rain 
Be the skies dark and lowering, or radiantly bright 

again. 
Pleasant memories will linger, happy thoughts will 
e'er remain. 

Of the surprise we gave Sammy in the evenin*. 
At Sam Greenbaum's surprise party. 

Jan. 23rd, 1893. 
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XLIX. 
COLUMBUS: HIS DISCOVERY. 

CRead at Columbia Celebration Dinner given to Celibates by 
r>r. Hochheimer and Sol. Baerlein.) 



BY ME. 



In the 15th Century so we are told, Columbus came in- 
to the world. He was bom at an early age. He is dead 
now, so are most of his relatives and friends. There are 
only a few of his contemporaries left, ME, BAERLEIN, 
HOCHHEIMER and possibly two or three others. The 
last I heard of them, was, that they were out West. I 
liaven't seen their obituary notices in "The American 
Hebrew," and as this Journal has not killed them in its 
columns, the presumption is, that they are alive, kicking, 
and getting all there is in it. 

Columbus was a great man. He had sand (in his hour 
^lass) and he knew it. He was equal to most any emer- 
gency — in fact he was full of them, though he wasn't 
much of a drinking man. On different occasions I and 
Columbus quelled riots and mutinies. I remember one 
occasion in particular, when the sailors struck for eggs^ 
and having none on board, he made the ship lay two. Of 
course, they were larger than the ordinary every-day 
hen's egg. They had to be to satisfy the hunger of all 
hands. On another occasion (the telling of it makes it 
seem as though it were but yesterday that it occurred) 
Chris, putting his hand in my inside pocket and helping 
himself in a friendly way to a tenement house cigar, says 
to me, "Me Boy I feel hungry, lets get a steak and a 
chop." I said "its a go. Lets order a portion of each — 
that will be enough for both." He reached over into the 
choppy seas and hauled up a chop, and then went down 
into the Steer-age and brought up a juicy steak. For 
pastry we had a "floating island" which wc were just then 
passing. These are trivial things perhaps to the casual 
reader of history, but to my mind, it demonstrated his 
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wonderful versatility. But, I am straying from the sub- 
ject. 

Baerlein and Columbus didn't agree. They were al- 
ways disputing and arguing. C. claimed that the earth 
was round and B. held if it were we could not hold our 
own — We*d topple and turn over — and we would all get 
left handed, consequently Columbus didn't care much 
for Baerlein. (Of course confidentially I couldn't quite 
understand myself how the earth could be round) so I 
hedged and said it was half and half and so kept on the 
right side of both. Baerlein seeing on what confiding 
terms we were on, and the partiality Columbus was show- 
ing to me in asking me to dine with him, grew jealous. 
He mingled with the other officers and the crew. He 
went amongst them as a walking delegate and got them 
to strike for chicken, and he succeeded. 

This "strike for chicken" an episode which is depicted 
on canvas, a copy of which our artist Ullman kalsomined 
on the ceiling in one of the rooms in his town house. 

This incident in our voyage was most momentous and 
important. 

I cannot recall whether it was William Shakespearre 
or William Unger that made this scene, memoraph in 
verse but Shakespearre being dead some time and he 
having had plenty of glory, lets give Will Unger credit 
for it. Here are the lines: 

Not satisfied wnth fresh laid eggs. 

The crew demanded Chicken, 

Columbus was at loss for once 

And the plot began to thicken. 

The men threatened to jump overboard. 

Columbus blocked their pathway, 
And cried if chicken you must have 
ril get it from the hatchway. 

Don Carlos Brand, a Spanish scholar and po^t has put 
into verse another incident that occurred on our voyage. 
When but three days from land the crew became rather 
impatient; promises that Columbus made were not ful- 
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filled. (They little knew at the time, that within 4 days 
they would reach terra cotta.) 

The poem truthfully and graphically describes the con- 
dition of things geneially on board, demonstrating once 
more, that Columbus was always prepared for unlooked 
for emergencies and showing great foresight and depth 
of character: 

LISTEN: 

The crew their hunger now appeased^ 

Began to get quite frisky, 

Of water they had had enough, 

And cried for beer or whiskey. 

Columbus had neither on board, 

But a beverage far sublimer. 

He had saved for such an emergency, 

A hogshead of "Hochheimer." 

It was indeed a glorious day for the Star Spangled 
Banner when Columbus planted his standard on the Isle 
of Salvador. In the distance could be discerned the be- 
yootful Embryonic village of Hackensack, while from the 
Eastward came an incense that was wafted by the gentle 
breezes, such as aromatic Hunters Point gives us to this 
day. 

Columbus after landing, took three bottles of Hoods 
Pearline to get rid of that weary feeling which he felt 
after so long a voyage. When quite refreshed, he said, 
"now me boy I must get out and hustle and see if I can't 
discover something." He little knew before the moon 
would be up in the heavens that night, he should discov- 
er thaty which makes it possible for us in the 19th cen- 
tury to commemorate the 400th anniversary of that im- 
portant epoch in the World's history. 

That evening (how well do I remember), Hoch and 
Baerlein and I sat down in our room to play a 3 handed 
game of pinochle — ^The beautiful sun which shone for our 
special benefit, sank down behind a clump of "Green 
Ash" trees on the Hoboken Heights; (nature was douc- 
ing her glim as it were,) and as the last rays of the sink- 
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ing orb was piercing^ the tissues of '.'Hazy" clouds, Col- 
umbus bounded suddenly in upon us and exclaimed in a 
loud whisper EUREKA! EUREKA! and this is what 
he discovered. 

He had been out on his bicycle and while riding along 
the roads suddenly fell upon a band of Indian Israelites, 
who as each was called upon to address the tribe, was 
jeered and yelled at, and all he could understand in that 
turbulent meeting, was, "There was an old hat with a 
great big man," sung by a tenor, whose voice was a cross 
between a fiddler's dog and a window shutter. It was 
a wild band of Celibates in secret conclave in the open 
air, and this was the discovery. 

I know friends, that history tells a different story as to 
what Columbus discovered — Don't believe it: This is 
the only Simon pure discovery that he made. I was 
there — and I know all other publications are fraudulent 
and delusive. — Believe 

ME. 

J. J. WALLENSTEIN, 

New York, April 29, '93. 
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L. 
THE FRIENDS OF OUR YOUTH. 



BY DANIEL P. HAYS. 

Will we come to the dinner? of course we'll be there. 

With our appetite tuned to the whole Bill-of-fare. 
You may call it a menu, what matter the name; 

If there's plenty to eat, we shall eat just the same. 
We were celibates once, in the days that have fled, 

We are benedicts now, and the past — it is dead. 
Our wives are our sweethearts; they've given us joys. 

And some we call girls, and the others are boys. 

It is true that our Warley has clung to the creed; 

The example we've set, he seems never to heed. 
And our only Professor, our loved Ph. D., 

Is as lonesome to-day, as we all used to be. 
Poor Platzek, we mourn his unmerciful fate. 

He deferred the good thing — now he finds it's too late. 
He plucked not the fruit when it hung on the bough, 

And the frost of cold winter will wither it now. 
When his hair has grown gray and his locks have grown 
thin. 

We'll open our doors and we'll gather him in. 
He'll sit by our hearths and our children he'll kiss, 

And he'll sigh for the joys he forever must miss. 

Our much loved Professor, to you we extend 

That treasure so priceless — the hand of a friend. 
Our children all love you and — shall we say too — 

Of our wives we'd be jealous, were it other than you. 
So to-night we'll forget all the years that have passed. 

We were friends in our youth — we'll be friends till the 
last; 
Our wives will not mind all our singing and noise. 

But remember to-night we are only big boys. 
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The morrow will come, we shall grow to be men, 

And take up the burden of life, but — till then — 
Let us sing the old songs in the old-fashioned way, 

Let us shout and make merry, who cares for the day! 
What matter our locks are fast tingeing with gray. 

Our hearts are as light as the blossoms in May. 
We'll Celibates be, till the end of our lives. 

That is, we would be — were it not for our wives. 

I'm joking, my friends, not one of us here 

Would give up the girl to his bosom so dear; 
Not for all the mad joys of a celibate's life, 

Surrender one moment his sweetheart — ^his wife. 
It's only the name that serves as a link, 

'Twixt the past and the present and makes us all think 
That the friends of our youth are the friends of our 
prime — 

A pleasant reflection in prose or in rhyme. 

April, 1896. 
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LI 

THANKSGIVING. 



BY DANIEL P. HAYS. 

An interrupted Poem written for the Celibates and read at 
the Thanksgiving Dinner at Pleasantville, N. Y., Nov., 1898. 

Thanksgiving has come with its wealth of good cheer, 

So Celibates let us be jolly. 
May our appetites last till the table is clear; 

The morrow may tell of our folly. 
The joys that await us are rare and complete, 

And our thanks are most truly sincere; 
'Tis the voice of the turkey in accents so sweet, 

Like a siren has summoned us here. 

Though the bird that now graces the board of our host, 

Not long since was strutting in glory, 
He will never more gobble or utter a boast, 

Or furnish the theme of a story. 
The perfume of the violet, the scent of the rose, 

May at times to our nostrils seem sweet. 
But sweeter by far to the average nose. 

Is the odor of succulent meat. 

No wine shall we use to drink to the toast; 

That each grateful heart may suggest. 
But cider shall wash down the bountiful roast, 

Made from Russets and Baldwins, the best. 
And, Oh! what delight at the cranberry sauce, 

And the celery, crispy and white, 
Our thanks will increase as we finish each course, 

If it takes us from morning till night. 

Nor shall we desist till we've vanquished the pies, 

That follow in boundless array. 
The mince and the pumpkin of old fashioned size 

Hold the fort on this glorious day. 
Alas! that our appetite cries out enough. 

While so much remains on the board, 
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For we feel that our duty compels us to stuff 
And thus ''render thanks to the Lord." 

There's Platzek who threatened "to stay for a week," 

"If a doctor were furnished him free," 
T'were better a surgeon should cut down his cheek 

If he charged an inordinate fee. 
Sam Green, though invited, felt bound to say nay, 

And he sighed, as he thought of the past, 
Years before, he had married a girl on that day. 

And in penitence now he must fast. 

And Co wen, the printer, was stricken with pain. 

And he heaved a long heart-broken sigh, 
For he saw with dismay as he left for the train. 

That his office was covered with pie. 
Max Cohen remarked "how Pleasant-we'U be," 

Which, of course, was a very bad pun. 
Then he ate enough turkey to satisfy three; 

And was sorry for what he had done. 

Sam Greenbaum, well known as the Celibates* chief. 

Was heard to remark to his wife : 
"Fd sooner eat turkey than dine on com beef; 

And Selina said "you bet your life." 



Dear Celibates, I had a rhyme for you all, 

But sorrow has silenced my muse. 
She heeds not my voice, but is deaf to my call. 

If I plead, she will only refuse. 
But, no! she speaks in a more sober strain. 

She points to God's mercy and love. 
We are thankful for joy where there might have been 
pain; 

We are mindful of Heaven above. 
We remember the bounteous gifts of the year. 

The affections of children and wife. 
The sickness now past, that imbued us with fear; 

And see God's true purpose in life. 
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UI 
ARE WE GROWING OLD? 



BY MAX COHEN. 

What! We're growing old! 
And going, as we're told, 
Adown the other side 
Of life! ril not abide 
A tale of such import 
Within the Celibate court. 

Chorus: 

Then tap, tap, tap upon the table with your spoons. 
And give the Salamander for your lives, you coons. 
Then megaphone to mouth, blow the old year out. 
And for the New Year in. 
Hip, Hurrah for the Celibate crowd. 

Nay, count not each hair of grey 
That creeps to view from day to day; 
Nor reckon up the rolling years, 
That breed in others foolish fears. 
Our hearts are fresh, our spirits high, 
We Celibates can Time itself defy. 

Chorus: 

Yea, though from troubles we're not free, 

We're just as young as we used to be. 

We can roar out a chorus with the best, 

We can shake a foot with ardor and with zest. 

Allegiance to the years of age we're all refused. 

With what is best of youth we're all suffused. 

Chorus: 
January i, 1899. 
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UIl 
NEW YEAR'S SONG. 



BY EMANUEL HOCHHEIMER. 

Another year's behind us and counted with the past; 
Once more old Time's been with us on pinions moving 

fast, 
And with his scythe has gathered another to the score 
Of those whose presence did delight but will delight no 

more. 
It opened full of promise and held out hopes so bright. 
Full gaily broke its morning, and now, when nears its 

night, 
As we look back upon it, its pleasures and its pains, 
We'll pardon all the loss it wrought and thank it for the 

gains. 

Chorus: 

Toll, toll the bell at early dawn of day. 
For the old year so quickly passed away; 
Ring, ring the bell, a sprightly, joyous lay, 
And greet with gladsome shouts of praise the new year's 
welcome ray. 

All hail the year before us, it shows a spotless page 
Where each shall write his story, bright Youth and hoary 

Age, 
His failures and successes, his sorrows and his joys, 
The good he does or leave undone, the means which he 

employs. 
And when it, too, is ended, oh, may its record be 
A constant tale of blessings, of true prosperity; 
May no blot fall upon it to mar its whiteness pure. 
That it may bring to every one a bliss that shall endure. 

Chonts. 
January i, 1899. 
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LIV. 

CHIN! CHIN! CELIBATE! 

By Charles Brand. 

Air: "Chin Chin Chinaman — the Geisha." 

Celibate him funee makee, 

Alle timee long, 
Him much holler, laughee, shakee, 

Jokee, makee song. 
Him high jinkee, lager drinkee, 

Ginee, wiskie, rum, 
Him make chinkee, muchee tinkee, 

Yumee, Yumee, Yum. 

Choras : 

Chin, Chin, Celibate, 

Allee timee long, 
Him much holler, laughee, shakee, 

Jokee, makee song. 
Him high jinkee, lager drinkee, 

Ginee, wiskee, rum, 
Him like himee much, 

Yum, Yiim, Yum. 

Celibate him Doctor, Lawyer, i 

Makee muchee fee, ' 

Celibate him Artist, Teacher, 

Learnee A. B. C. 
Celibate him keepee shoppee, 

Makee muchee mon. 
Celibate him Politishee, 

Him big office lun. 

Chorus : 
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Celibate him likee lifee, 

Almost ebly one, 
Celibate got lots of young one, 

Ony some got none, 
Celibate him thinkee no one, 

Near so good like he, 
Celibate him shape him stuck on. 

Heap lots, Hully gee. 

Chorus : 



Addenda by Dr. Hochheimer. 

Charlie Brand he tink he grand, he 

Writee chinee song. 
Sophie Hochie him do coachee 

Sing and dance along, 
He in night gown she in blanket 

Make me belly sad. 
See grown folkee make such jokee 

Hop and skip like mad. 

Chorus : 

Jump, jump, Charlie Brand, 

Like you got a fit. 
Sophie too, you kick your shoe, 

You can't dance a bit, 
Tink you funny, costs my money, 

All for dogs and cats, 
Jump, jump Charlie Brand, 

Rats, rats, rat«. 
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LV. 
JEREMIAD. 

By E. HOCHHEIMER 

Air : "I guess I'll have to telegraph my baby/' 

I think the Celibates must have a shake-up, 

They're always running after something new; 
There must be something bungled in their make-up! 

If this keeps on I know not what we'll do ; 
First Charlie finds his think-tank isn't working, 
He'll have to go away a year or two, 

And now Jake says to his Sadie: 
''You must pack your grip, my lady, 
We must cross the ocean blue !" 

"For," says Jacob, "I don't feel the way I ought to, 

I »can't work more than sixteen hours a day ; 
If I try it twenty, as I once was taught to, 

I find there is the very deuce to pay; 
Why, my diamonds e'en have lost their brilliant 
sparkle. 
No jokes come in my head ; 

If we stay in this old city, 

You will find, too late for pity, 

I no more can paint it red." 

If our Warley could his Tamm'ny speeches utter, 

And cultivate those fine Hyperion curls. 
His heart ne'er gave a solitary flutter, 

Despite th' admiring glances of the girls; 
But since he interviewed great Admiral Dewey 
He finds it going pity, pit a-pat. 
So to Nauheim he must travel, 
Drink the waters, scratch the gravel. 
So that he may know where he is at. 
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Thougfh Mark dry digests always is compiling 

Of legal matters, maritime aijd such, 
He says he just the time away is whiling — 
Such work assists not the digestion much ; 
He builds a fine new house right near the river, 
Where all parades must pass, 

So that all his wife's relations 
May see Dewey from good stations, 
While he holds the brandy-glass. 

But Dan sees Mark and goes him still one better — • 

A city-house alone is not enough; 
To Pleasantville invites us all by letter, 

Then carts us in the snow 'mid hail-stones rough; 
His dinner on Thanksgiving was a corker; 
He works when he's at play: 

For when not in legal harness 
He's the congregation's parnass, 
Enlightened by his Roentgen Ray. 

Though Benjamin says all his goods are woolen, 

And are imported from the other side, 
If he would come more often to our foolin*. 

He'd laugh till he became a whole yard wide; 
Sol. Baerlein is pumped dry of funny stories, 
His muse is silent quite; 

Since he's wrapped up in his -curtain, 
He has lost his wit^that's certain; 
But perhaps he'll talk to-night. 

Nat. Ullman wants to know. what is the matter; 
He thinks his stomach must be getting small; 
For, though each year he's growing fat and fatter,. 

He hardly qan eat anything at all ; . 
If he sits down and, takes a modest luncheon, 

Of bouillon, tongue, and ham, and Switzer- 
cheese, 
Chicken-salad, apple-dumpling. 
He. feels something inside crumpling, 
And wants whiskey, if you please. 
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Phil. Cowen has such trouble with his paper, 

His hair is turning 'most as white as Sol's; 
Will Unger thinks it quite the proper caper, 

To pass his time in cutting paper-dolls; 
Now Maurice Rapp makes after-dinner speeches, 
While in the Richelieu sits Sammy Green, 
Where, he vows, they drink beer faster 
Than the guests of Waldorf-Astor, 
And make coffee without a bean. 

Doc. Leipziger keeps making his conjectures, 
How full of faults are all our public schools, 
Without his brilliant course of evening lectures, 

The people all would be but stupid fools ; 
While Cyrus writes long columns in the journals 
About our wicked ways. 

And his wife gets hearty greeting, 
In the women's council meeting. 
For her eloquent displays. 

Sam Greenbaum's weakness really is pathetic; 

In charity's good work he leads the van ; 
Friends tell him that his speaking is magnetic, 

In time he may become a noted man; 
His wife, however, has such great attraction 

That the thunder-clouds themselves come down, 

When she draws to her the lightning, 
She gives ne'er a sign of fright ning — 
So she says, when back to town. 

Misfortunes sometimes bring their compensation; 
Max Cohen finds that, since he has lost his hair. 
He's begun to do his duty to the nation. 

And has, at last, for all his wealth an heir ; 
Perhaps now he will cultivate good habits, 
And be a moral man ; 

Since he's started in a-sonning. 
We may hope he'll give up punning — 
Though I hardly think he can. 
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My friends, it seems we Ve suffering from our ages ; 

We soon shall have to lay us on the shelf ; 
'Twas truly said by one of Greece's sages: 

The wisest man is he who knows himself. 
Though growing old we all feel young in spirit ; 
However, Fortune frown, 

We shall stand firm friends together, 
Be it fair or stormy weather, 
Sing and laugh our troubles down. 

No rules, it is said, there are without exception — 
Exceptions e'en are claimed to prove them whole ; 
YouVe noticed that in this entire collection 
One couple's name is missing from the roll ; 
My modesty forbids that name to mention. 
To guess it you may try ; 
They are just as young as ever. 
Just as handsome, bright and clever — 
Yes, you're right, my wife and I. 

October 21, 1899 
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LVI. 
JUBILATION. 

By E. HOCHHEIMER 

Air : "Hold the Fort." 

What is all this noise like thunder 

Rolling through the town? 
Does the cannon boom, I wonder? 

Have the walls come down ? 
No, the Celibates are yelling, 

Letting loose their glee ; 
All the world they're proudly telling ; 

'*Sam a judge will be !" 

When 'twas talked of in convention, 

Whom to nominate; 
Who, as judge, beyond contention. 

Fit to serve the state? 
Hark! the Celibates are shouting: 

"Greenbaum is your man ! 
Nothing fearing, nothing doubting, 

Him elect we can !" 

To the wheel they put the shoulder, 

Working day and night — 
Ever stronger, ever bolder, 

Bound to win the fight. 
Yes, the Celibates are working, 

Working with a will ; 
No expense or toil thev're shirking. 

Him elect they will. 
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Marcus Marks remarked to Cyrus: 

"Isn't this gjeat fun ! 
In this contest they'll ne'er tire us, 

Till the day is won." 
Now the Celibates are quiet — 

This no time for play-r- 
His election — we won't buy it, 

Worth must win the day. 

Now the hard-fought battle's over. 

And the fight is won ; 
Fourteen years he'll be in clover, 

And we say; ''Well done!" 
Yes, the Celibates are cheering: 

''Greenbaum is the man! 
He'll give justice without fearing, 

That's his only plan." 

When the smoke arid dust had drifted, 

Calmly he looked down; 
Victor, to the bench he's lifted. 

In a cap and gown. 
And the Celibates are yelling, 

Yelling with their might; 
All the world they're loudly telling: 

"It just serves him right !" 



November 27, 1901 
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. . OUR JAKE IS GOING AWAY. 

By Daniel P. Hays 

Read at the gathering to bid farewell to Jake Wallen- 

stein October 21, 1899. 

The deepest gloom pervades us, and fills us with 

despair 
Though we've had a jolly racket, and our wives look 

debonnaire 
Though each Celibate has striven with an effort to be 

gay, 
Our hearts are filled with sorrow, for "our Jake is 

going away." 

Though our appetites are sated, and we feel the genial 

glow 
Which the fruits of blessed Bacchus are accustomed to 

bestow. 
We cannot stop the quivering which upon our lips will 

play 
As we say to one another, ''Our Jake is going away/' 

For another loving brother, not so many months ago 
The Celibates assembled, farewell blessings to bestow, 
And the sadness of that parting is intensified to-day 
We can hardly frame the sentence — "Our Jake is going 
away." 

When we gather round the table at reunions yet to be, 
We shall miss his merry laughter and his gay hilarity, 
Who then will entertain us, with those jokes so old and 

grey 
That their age no person knoweth when "our Jake has 

gone away." 
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The years have flown so quickly since we first defied 

the fates, 
And linked ourselves together as a band of Celibates, 
The ties that bound our friendship growing closer every 

day, 
That we feel the strain more deeply, now that "J^^ke is 

going away." 

We have journeyed down life's pathway, as brothers 

good and true 
We have plucked its choicest flowers and have seen its 

fairest view, 
We have sometimes borne its burdens, — we have seen 

the shadows play, 
We shall miss a fellow traveler when "Jake has gone 
away." 

Let us bear the parting bravely, and brush away the 

tear 
Perhaps he will be with us e'er the passing of the year, 
Perhaps he'll bring another, and then no more of pain 
But, with our Jake and Charlie, we'll be happy once 

again. 

vGod grant that life may open, to them, a store of health, 
To humankind more precious, than all its vaunted 

wealth, 
And may He guide this Brotherhood in sunshine, storm 

and rain 
So that none of us be missing when we welcome them 
again. 

Let us send a cheerful greeting to our brother 'cro^s.the 

seaj 
*'Will you tell him, Jake, we love him with the same 

intensity," 
''Will you carry him a message from the boys and from 

their wives;" 
"Our love is so deep-rooted, 'twill be with you all your 
lives." 



1 • . 
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Let us drink a toast, dear comrades, to our brother 

Wallenstein, 
May the clouds that hover o'er him, be dispelled by 

God's sunshine, 
May his darling wife and partner bring him back to us 

some day, 
And ril write some merrier verses than "when Jakey 

goes away." 



Lvn. 

THEIR THUNKS. 

Air: — "Cynthia, Cynthia, Tve been thinking." 
Duet by Cyrus L. Sulzberger and Morris W. Benjamin. 

Morris, Morris, Fve been thinking, 

What a good thing to have cash. 
You can buy or build new houses 

If you doubt it, ask Mark Ash. 

Cyrus, Cyrus, Fve been thinking. 
It comes expensive to put on style, 

And to build that palace by the river, 
Has taken a heap of Ash's pile. 

Morris, Morris, I've been thinking, 

Of a house upon a hill, 
Of a joyous glad Thanksgiving, 

And the boss of Pleasantville. 

Cyrus, Cyrus, I've been thinking, 
We're intruding in Dan's backyard, 

We're bound to yield him Civil Service, 
And so I'm speaking by the card. 
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Morris, Morris, I've been thinking, 

Few rackets have we had of late, 
Doesn't some one feel disposed to 

See Sol Baerlein and fix the date. 

Cyrus, Cyrus, I've been thinking, 
I've a great big subject for this verse, 

I know some one suspects '^Old Sol" is 
The center of the universe. 

Morris, Morris, I've been thinking, 

Of a lawyer and his bill 
Sammy's charges are as famous 

As Teddy's on San Juan Hill. 

Cyrus, Cyrus, I've been thinking. 

Of the vicissitudes of life — 
What a lucky thing it is that Sammy 

Chose a non-conductor for a wife. 

Morris, Morris, I've been thinking, 

Of a new-made doctor of laws. 
It must be that in North Carolina 

Degrees are given without much cause. 

Cyrus, Cyrus, I've been thinking, 

There's a leading question I'd like to ax. 

When so Tam-many others has been tooken care 
of 
Why does Dick Croker neglect our Max? 

Morris, Morris, I've been thinking, 

I'll give the boys a precious hint. 
If Phil. Cowen has a tiresome story, 

Let' all give him "Leave to print." 

Cyrus, Cyrus, I've been thinking, 
At these our dinners, we can't fare ill ; 

No Mazet-ti committees do we require 
Because we always have our Phil. 



— -i 
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Morris, Morris, I've been thinking, 

With a sad and weary heart, 
If, instead of Dewey arches, 

We had naught but Ullman's art. 

Cyrus, Cyrus, I've been thinking. 

If you're religiously inclined 
You might search the scripture to find a picture 

To fit Nat Ullman's frame of mind. 

Morris, Morris, I've been thinking. 
And my thought on Sam Green 'lights 

On his moving upwards, upwards, 

From passementerie to Vivian Heights. 

Cyrus, Cyrus, I've been thinking, 
Sammy Green he knows what's- what, 

The monarch of all that he "surveys," 
He's quite contented with his "lot." 

Morris, Morris, I've been thinking. 

Celibate meetings must much excuse 
When I see in mental vision, 

Mannie Hochheimer's Chinese queues. 

Cyrus, Cyrus, I've been thinking. 

Long ago we all found out, 
That little fountains must dry up, when 

Hoch-der-Geyser begins to spout. 

Morris, Morris, I've been thinking. 

Of our comrade, MauriceRapp 
He has all the poet's fondness 

For Greenfields and nature's lap. 

Cyrus, Cyrus, I've been thinking, 
Could some kind soul invent a trap, 

So that when they caught *em they could keep 
'em, 
The servant girls of the Maison Rapp. 
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Morris, Morris, I've been thinking. 

Of the friends with whom we dine 
May they both live long and prosper, 

Here's long life to Wallenstein. 

Cyrus, Cyrus, IVe been thinking, 
What'll we do 'til Jake comes back? 

The game will be a mighty slow one, 
When we miss the Joker from the pack. 

Morris, Morris, I've been thinking, 
That Unger's pangs are sharp and keen. 

He one-time was our only poet — 
This competition is worse than mean. 

Cyrus, Cyrus, I've been thinking, 

What a bad Yehuda Unger is, 
He slights Yom Kippur and Rosh Hashonah, 

But booms Easter and Christmas in his **Biz." 

Morris, Morris, I've been thinking, 

When Max Cohen makes a speech. 
How the golden worth of silence 

His orations always teach. 

Cyrus, Cyrus, I've been thinking, 

However short we may be, that 
Till Maxey tells us what that string was, 

We can't consent to pass the hat. 

Morris, Morris, I've been thinking. 

How grumpy a man can sometimes be, 

Notwithstanding we all love him, 
Like Henry Leipziger, Ph.D. 

Cyrus, Cyrus, I've been thfnking. 
While he the lectures has in charge, 

The others all must respect their limits, 
But Henry is lecturer at large. 
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Morris, Morris, Fve been thinking, 

Of our friends whoVe left this land, 
How the Germans gaze in wonder 

At the ways of Charlie Brand. 

Cyrus, Cyrus, I've been thinking, 
Of dear friends in a foreign land, 

If friends, like cigars, were known by labels, 
Fd select all mine of the Charlie Brand. 

Morris, Morris, Fve been thinking, 

For a pair of chumps we'll pass, 
I don't like to say what you are, — 

But I know I'm an ass. 

Cyrus, Cyrus, I've been thinking, 

Fd like to be a Tockiff, too, — 
Fd move from a house into a mansion 

If I were treasurer, — like you. 

Oct, 21st, 1899. 



96 SONGS OF THE CELIBATES. 

LIX. 
JACOB J. IS GOING AWAY. 



By E. HOCHHEIMER 



What's that you say? 
Our Jacob J. 
Is going away 
A year to stay 

In foreign lands? 
He says he's sick, 
Can't work as quick 
As when he's slick ; 
Feels like a stick, 

Stuck in the sands. 

I fear a fake, 
We all know Jake, 
His joke he'd make 
Though earth should quake 

And sky should fall. 
Look at him there, 
His wavy hair, 
His cheek as fair 
As flowers rare 

On garden wall. 

His eyes as bright 
As stars at night; 
His teeth as white 
As though they might 

Bite nails in two ; 
Behold his nose ! 
When he it blows 
The fog-horn shows 
How well it knows 

From what it grew. 
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See his mustache! 
You bet your cash 
No maiden rash 
But it would mash, 

So silky, soft ; 
Just watch that chin 
Go out and in ; 
Ne'er was such din 
Since Adam's sin 

Raised Cain aloft. 

That manly trunk 
Is full of spunk, 
Nor looks it sunk 
While it can bunk 

On these long things ; 
Sure, that broad back 
Can stand the rack 
On ocean's track, 
Nor feel the lack 

Of angel's wings. 

Those little feet 
Are just too sweet! 
They look too neat 
To touch the street 

In our old town. 
Take him in all, 
So straight and tall 
And full of gall. 
That lie's too small. 

It won't go down. 

Now him you know 
From top to toe; 
It isn't so, 
He needn't go 

Because of health ; 
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ril tell you why 
Our Jakey, sly, 
Abroad would fly; 
He means to try 

To spend his wealth. 

He's made his pile 1 
Now he'd beguile 
A little while, 
And ape the style 

Of his friend Dick. 
He'd do Paree, 
In Italy 

The Pope he'd see, 
From us he'd flee, 

That is his trick. 

No, no, my friend, 
We see your end, 
Your dough you'll spend 
Then think they'll lend 

A goodly sum 
On that large stone 
That Rothschilds groan 
To call their own; 
To us alone 

You look so glum. 

Be warned in time! 
'Twould be a crime 
To spend your dime 
In foreign clime. 

You'll get a shock, 
And with your tricks 
Be in a fix ; 
They'll give you nix 
When those glass bricks 

You try to hock. 
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But if you must 
Go on a bust 
We think it just 
As well to trust 

Some one with you, 
We'll shake your hand. 
And when you stand 
On Brussels' strand 
Tell Charlie Brand, 

We greet him, too. 

To Tillie say, 
That though away, 
Our thoughts oft stray, 
Both grave and gay 

To where they are; 
Though seas divide 
Though from our side, 
Our hearts would guide 
To homeward tide 

Them from afar. 
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LX. 

AT THE MANSION OF MARK ASH. 
Thanksgiving Eve (Chanukah) 1899. 



By Daniel P. Hays 



Before 

We used to dine on pretzels and wash them down with 

beer, 
And what we lacked in money, we made up in hearty 

cheer ; 
We were Celibates in those days, and we vowed we'd 

ever be 
Full of love, each for the other, but from Cupid fancy 

free. 

But the little fellow caught us, he snared us, one by one, 
And though the victim struggled, the job was quickly 

done 
And thus it was, we added to the curious things of life 
A spectacle most rarely seen — a Celibate with a wife. 

But two of our companions were wholly without heart, 

And so they were impervious to Cupid's ruthless dart. 

And though the god shot at them, he couldn't find the 
spot 

Where a gentle maid could lay her head and say '^for- 
get-me-not." 

We're not as simple as we were, shall Cupid get th^e 
blame ? 

Would youthful joys if they returned, amuse us just 
the same? 

Or have we sipped so freely from the bounteous cup 
of joy, 

As to dull our sense of pleasure and our appetites des- 
troy? 
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To-night we're in a mansion, each Celibate and his 

spouse, 
In days gone by how* glad were we to gather in a house, 
A simple house, with four plain walls, nor did we hold 

aloof 
If to protect us from the rain, 'twas covered with a roof. 

But now we put on airs and style, we even cut a dash, 
And so to-night we're gathered at the mansion of 

Mark Ash. 
We know that he has prospered, we are sure that he 

must thrive. 
To dwell in such a palace on fashion's tony drive. 

Our eyes are quite bewildered, we try to count the cash 
It must have taken to erect this dwelling of Mark Ash. 
We give it up in wonder, we all feel quite subdued, 
Yet every man would like to have one like it if he could. 

We wish you joy, dear brother, in this home that you 

have made. 
We know the love that's in your heart for us will never 

fade. 
We are sure despite the grandeur that here you may 

create 
You feel the touch of kinship for each fellow-Celibate. 

The friendly ties that bind us grow stronger day by day, 
For rooted in eternal youth, eternal life have they. 
No changes in life's station, no added wealth or pride, 
Can blind our eyes to friendship, or the soul's true 
spirit hide. 

With grateful hearts to-night, we meet each brother 
. Celibate, • 

And in the temple of our hearts to them we dedicate 
Eternal love and friendship, as our fathers did of yore. 
When back in old Jerusalem they, knelt before the law. 
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For hallowed memVies crowd upon our vision from 

afar^ 
On this, our sacred festival, the feast of Chanukah, 
Relighting with a brighter flame the lamp of youthful 

love, 
To shine upon our pathway till quenched by God 

above. 

We gather this Thanksgiving eve around the festive 
board, 

Our hearts attuned and beating with a common human 
chord. 

Though Father Time upon our brow has penciled lines 
of care. 

The joyous sunshine in our hearts is shining every- 
where. 



LXI. 
MARK ASH'S MUSICALE. " ' 



I 



By Daniel P. Hays 



After 



What musicales were really like, the boys did never 

know 
Until Mark Ash invited them, not very long ago; 
The invite called for half-past eight — we thought it 

rather queer. 
For should we dine before we went, we could not quite 

make clear. 
We talked it over with our wives, discussed it pro and 

con. 
Our wives insisted it was right, because it was bon ton ; 
That Mark had built a handsome house, among the 

richest men. 
And eating wasn't fashionable among the upper ten. 
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We listened to them sadly and decided they were right, 
And dined at home quite sparingly on that eventful 

night, 
And then by means of trolley and the elevated car. 
We reached the Ash's palace, and we found the door 

ajar. 
We were ushered in a "foyer," — a stylish name for hall, 
And the splendor bursting on us our senses did appal ; 
For we saw colonial stairways, flemish oak and carv- 
ing, rare, 
And articles of bric-a-brac and vertu everywhere. 

We looked in vain on every hand to see a table spread, 
But 'twas a grand piano that met our gaze instead, 
And a big bass violin there was, a-standing by its side, 
Max Cohen felt so badly, that he very nearly cried. 
But soon to his olfactory nerve there rose a savory 

smell. 
And he whispered to Phil Cowen that all would yet be 

well. 
And patiently he sat him down upon a fragile chair, 
And said to Nathan Ullman, "there's music in the air." 

Then up arose a fellow with a noble mass of hair, 

And shook his locks at Platzek, who returned it with a 
stare. 

The big bass viol then he took, — across it drew his bow, 

And brought forth sounds of music. — forte and tre- 
molo ; 

We did not recognize the tune, but knew 'twas some- 
thing fine. 

Because upon our hostess' face, we saw a look divine. 

Phil Cowen 'd never heard it in Beth'medrash or in 
hall. 

And Greenbaum was quite certain 't wasn't any tune 
at all. 

From politeness we applauded until our hands were 

sore. 
And Ullman who had studied French, cried loudly out, 

"encore !" 
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The musician seemed to understand, and straightway- 
struck a chord. 
And then we noticed Cyrus look particularly bored, 
Max Platzek seemed uneasy. Max Cohen heaved a 

sigh, 
Dan Hays to Greenbaum whispered, ''he was exceed- 
ing dry," 
Meanwhile the old bass viol was working up in "G." 
And Leipziger and Hochy were each in rhapsody. 



Then the piano started with a lady at the keys, 

M\d from the way she struck them, we knew she'd try 

to please; 
But the sounds were soft and lulling, — Phil Cowen 

dropped his head 
And fancied some one reading from the latest A. H. 

ed. 
He fell into sweet slumber, as his. readers often do. 
When they're engaged in reading his editorials through, 
And Ullman who'd been dreaming of a novel kind of 

frame 
Awoke and cried "decorum, boys, you fill my heart 

with shame." 



Tm sorry to record it, but the boys don't seem to feel 
The thrill of classic music o'er their tired senses steal. 
Not that they're dull to music, you should hear the 

welkin ring 
When they listen to Max warble "the hat with the 

woolen string." 
Or you should hear our Charlie intone the "Carparec 

no 
Just at the benediction and before it's time to go, 
Or, you should hear the chorus when our Doctor takes 

the floor, 
And "alle deutscher brueder" sings with verses nigh a 

score. 
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Do musicales never end? we whispered in despair, 
And then a curtain opened, just behind Sam Green- 

baum's chair, 
And we saw a beauteous vision of a gay and festive 

board, 
And then we knew our sufferings would reap a rich 

reward. 
For every one can tell you, who knows a Celibate, 
That he's in the seventh heaven with knife and fork 

and plate, 
And no matter how much sorrow he's had since last 

we've met 
He'll bury it in wine or beer, whichever he can get. 

We soon forgot the symphonies, they told us we had 

heard, 
And fastened our attention on the salad and the bird ; 
We heard the usual doggerel that Hays palms off as 

verse, 
And when he'd finished reading we were glad they 

were no wOrse. 
We sung the old familiar songs in every sort of key, 
And vowed there were no better fellows in the world 

than we. 
Max Platzek even grew so bold he criticized the gal 
Who sang such charming music at the Ash's musicale. 

Take warning then; ye celibates, don't strive for some- 
thing new, ' 

A keg of beer, with food to cheer, is all we ask of you ; 

No hifalutin music, or tunes of classic date 

Will ever strike responsive chords in any Celibate. 

We're plain and simple fellows, with regard for things 
gone by 

To foster love of days now fled we'll never cease to try. 

But give us common music, with its jingle and its' 
rhyme, 

And you can bet we'll have a lark and frolic all the 
time. 
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LXII. 
WIE WIR HABEN ELECTED DEN SAM! 



By Sol. Baerlein 



Wir haben recently gehabt an Election, 
Wo die People haben gemacht a Selection 
Von air die different Candidates, 
Was gelaiifen sind in de United States. 
Ich hab die Zeit nicht zu erzaehlen, 
Was in and're Cities sie wollten erwaehlen, 
Und muss mich confinen zu Greater New York, 
Weil dass gemacht hat plenty of talk. 

Um anzufangen an the beginning, 

Der Statesman Dick Croker war sure of winning, 

Und hat nit emal gecared a dam 

Wie die Citizens genominated unseren Sam. 

Er sagte : 'Ich werde defeaten den Schmul, 

Wenn er auch geht jeden Schabbes in Schul,' 

Der Bob Van Wyck muss Supreme Judge sein, 

Von der Celibate Chafrusa kommt keiner Vein." 

Er had underestimated die Celibates pull, 
Und ihr' Polyglot speeches — when sie sind full — 
Und die Celibate Ladies, die nehmen den Prize, 
Koennen schmussen von evening till morning sunrise^ 
On Marcus Marks' power hat er nicht reflected, 
Der hat labor leaders und Mesummen collected, 
Kein Mensch versteht a Canvas (s) so fein, 
Wie a Mann in die Wholesale Clothing Line. 

Den Cyrus Sulzberger muessen wir loben, 
War Chairman gewesen und Mosche Oben, 
Er war emal on die Tammany Committee, 
1st expert Corruptionist in this City. 
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Er hat gemacht speeches, talks, interviews, 
Bis er lockjaw gekriegt hat von lauter Schmuss, 
Ein extra clerk hat geworkt with a will, 
Zu sagen all day long, "Oh, Cyrus keep still/' 

Der Charley Brand hat auch viel gesprochen. 
Hat onions und fried fish und garlic gerochen, 
Hat gespeeched in Yiddish, Dutch, United States, 
Hat gesagt "Sholem Alechem," ''How d'ye do," "Wie 

gehts/' 
Hat gehandled das Cash, bills gepaid, in e'wort 
Hat alle die Checks zusammen geschnorrt, ^ 
Aus die balance da kommt noch etwas heraus, 
Er kauft sich a six-story tenement house. 

Phil Cowen hat gemanaged die Yiddische Papers, 

Was haben gemacht so komische Capers, 

Die Prices sind geworden so hoch wie a steeple. 

Da hat er established ''Das Koll von die People." 

Ullman and Ash workten die Dirty-first, 

Down town waren Pulitzer and Hearst, 

In die Twenty-ninth war Baerlein in charge, 

Sam Green is gelaufen ueberall at large. 

Der Hays hat gecanvassed in Pleasantville, 
Dr. Hojchheimer's patients waren sehr ill, 
Sie haben geweint und gesagt mit tears, 
"Oh, send Sam up for fourteen years." 
Um yammany ordentlich zu begraben, 
Mussten wir drei Yiddische Coroners haben, 
Der Chazan Cantor war auch dabei, 
Der Low hat gesagt "How's dat for High." 

Wir haben aber noch a Candidate, 

1st gelaufen in>Yonkers, up the State, 

Er sagte "Es ;gibt doch gar nix nicer, 

Als zu werden so a Supervisor. 

Ich hab' gebaut a Shul,' bin a Popular Man, 

Bin a Democrat und a Republican,' 

Sie haben aber gethan oser a "ting,' 

Zu, dem Mann, mit a Hat, mit a Woolen String. 






io8 SONGS OF THE CELIBATES. 

LXIII. 
OUR SAM. 



By Charles Brand. 



Sung at Celibate celebration held at Nathan Ullman's 

home, in honor of Samuel Greenbaum's election 

as Judge of the Supreme Court, Wednesday, 

November 27th, 1901. 

Air: '^Little Brown Jug/' 

We've come to-night Our Sam to greet 
And brought our wives as is most meet, 
For meat and drink is what we like 
When one of the boys has made a strike. 

Chorus : 
Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! ! You and me 
Together make a glorious WE, 
With Sammy in his Cap and Gown, 
Say, who can rival us in this town? 

As a boy of all he was best read 

And naught could puzzle his bright head, 

And so it happened one fine day 

He President was of Y. M. H. A. — Chorus. 

And when we vows as Celibates took, 
And swore that naught, by hook or 'crook, 
Could turn us from our views extreme, 

And when Reform with a great big R 

To visit this town came from afar, 

She singled him out with a knowing eye 

We made him our most High Supreme. — Chorus. 

As one who'd carry her banner high. — Chorus. 



,^i 
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So well this task carry out did he 
That the whole Independent Democracy, 
A host of at least a score or more, 
Made him, the Chief Toreador .^Chorus. 

At one fell swoop fell vice "et al" 
That's lawyers' talk ! My ! What a fall ! 
So fierce was he nor would he budge, 
That's why they made him Supreme Court Judge. 

Chorus . 



Long may he live the bench to grace 
"Gebenched" be he and all his race, 
Supreme Court Judge and Celibate 
Supreme o'er all except his mate. — Chorus. 



a 



LXIV. 
CHINESE YODEL. 



By Sol. Baerlein 



Air: Meshugga. 

We are a cosmopolitan set ; 

Sing Som polly mooch e Keimeo, 
We take things as they come, you bet ; 

Sing Som, etc. 
To-night at Sophie's Chinese feast 
We'll eat chop suey and drink raw yeast, 
We'll rise to pig and bird's nest soup 
With peacocks' wings from the chicken coop. 

Chorus : 
Hairo Kairo, Hairo Kairo, 
Mannie, Sophie, Hochy O! 
Hairo Kairo, Hairo Kairo, 
Sing Som polly mooch e Keimco. 
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These Chinese meals are very slick ; 

Sing Som polly mooch e Keimeo, 
They're apt to make you very sick : 

Sing Som, etc. 
If to-morrow youVe an awful thirst 
Just ring up 71 East 91st, 
But for to-night just eat your fill, 
You'll find it all in the Doctor's bill. 

Chorus : 
February 18, 1899. 



LXV. 
THEIR RETURN 
Air: Yankee Doodle 

By E. HOCHHEIMER 

When Jacob left his native shore. 

In foreign lands to wander. 
He had of wealth a goodly store 

In search of fun to squander. 
Where'er he went he cut a dash. 

You'd think he was an Astor: . 
His small change and his ready 'cash 

Kept dwindling fast ^nd faster. 
The foreigners said that he must 

Be born of a wealthy mother. 
But Jake said no ; he could always trust 

For aid to his mother's brother. 

Before he left ; for fear he might 

Get in some fix or trouble, 
We gave him diamonds large and bright,. 

Both solitaire and double ; 
But, since he's back we miss those stores. 

His clothes look worn and shabby. 
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He is dead broke ; he sadly owns 

His pocket-book is flabby; 
He must have been in dreadful straits ; 

We know he is no miser; 
When he was in the German States 

He had to Hock the Kaiser. 

And Charly too ! We never thought 

When '*bon voyage" we wished him 
That he'd to such a pass be brought, 

That Fortune so had dished him ! 
He would return chockful of Art 

And highest aspirations, 
Prepared to play the noblest part, % 

T' electrify the nations; 
But all our hopes are dashed ; for lo ! 

We find him grim and moody, 
Absorbed in a magic-lantern show; 

A traveling Punch and Judy. 

Let all be warned by these sad things ; 

To great heights don't aspire, 
Or all your plans, like Icarus' wings. 

Will melt as wax in fire. 
Remember "qu'est ce que c'est que ca'* 

May cost you too much money ; 
With a bank account you can laugh ' ha ! ha !' 
And not feel you're too funny. 
When to us Celibates you return 

Such lively songj-s shall tone us! 
And you'll have U. S. bills to burn 

And won't need our rachmonus. 
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LXVI. 

CHARLEYBRAND AND TILLIETOO. 

By the Apostle of Decorum. 
(With abject apologies to Eugene Field) 

Sailing o'er the ocean blue, 

Qharleybrand and Tillietoo, 
Going to a foreign shore 
With the love of long-time friends, 
Love that's growing more and more, 
As Old Time his hours spends; 
With you go our blessings true, 

Charleybrand and Tillietoo, 

Where'ir you roam, whatever you do, 

Charlevbrand and Tillietoo, 
Remember that the Celibates 
Oft think of you in far off clime, 
And wish you well, our own dear mates. 
Accept our humble little rhyme ; 
A sweet farewell to both of you, 

Charleybrand and Tillietoo, 

Nathan Ullmax 
March 22nd, 1899. 

Response by Charlie and Tillie 

Charleybrand and Tillietoo, 
Tender many thanks to you, 
And when o'er foreign lands they roam, 
Many thousand miles from home; 
And gaze on scenes and pleasures new. 
Ever will they think of you, 

Charleybrand and Tillietoo. 
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Charleybrand and Tillietoo, 
Always had deep love for you, 
And though they may be far away; 
Never will they for a day, 
Forget the times they had with you, 

Charleybrand ^nd Tillietoo. 



LXVII. 

OUR FRIENDSHIP'S EVER GREEN. 

Air: Benny Havens. 

We have come to you dear comrades, with pleasure 

deep and true, 
Our anniversary to mark and friendship ties renew, 
Attachments deep tho we have formed since married 

we have been, 
The friendships of our youthful days shall evermore 

be green. 

Of schooldays spent together we oft may tell or dream, 

Of jolly times we often had on Hudson's noble stream ; 

Or our boats ignoble swamping in Harlem's mud un- 
clean, 

For the friendship of our youthful days shall evermore 
be green. 

In the gates of Y. M. H. A. began our little plots, 
And there we brought salvation to young Jewish hot- 

tentots. 
Official life there tasted was pursued with zest most 

keen. 
But the friendship of our youthful days has down the 

years kept green. 
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As years passed on above us ancLwe took the time to 

think, 
It seemed to us that there must be for us a missing link. 
So with our wives and children near all of us are seen, 
Yet the friendships of our youthful days we ever will 
keep g^reen. 

Then come fill up your glasses, a toast to you I say, 
God's choicest blessings be with you forever and for 

aye. 
Whatever may betide us, oft may we so convene, 
And the friendship of our youthful days forever thus 

keep green. 

Phiup Cowen 

April 17th, 1912. 



LXVIII 
THE EVOLUTION OF A NAME. 

By E. HOCHHEIMER 

Air: "Mister Dooley" 

In days gone by there came a sly 

Young man up from the South 
Blithe, debonair, with lots of hair, 

And likewise with a mouth. 
He thought New York was just his pork 

He stuck here — wouldn't budge. 
But in the law would wag his jaw, 

Perhaps some day be Judge. 

Chorus : 
His name was Platzek, just plain Max Platzek, 

He thought that he could speech a thing or two, 
The gay reporter found Max a snorter 

If he forgot the middle "W." 
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Then like a Turk Max went to work, 

Joined lodges, clubs galore, 
In Tammany so great was he, 

They let him sweep the floor! 
When things looked bad they called this lad 

To quiet people's talk 
His whitewash brush would make them hush, 

Make black seem white as chalk. 

Chorus : 

His name was Platzek, still plain Max Platzek, 
In Tammany his powers they all knew, 

He talked like honey, they took his money. 
And didn't care about the I. O. U. 

Now all this while in greater style 

Max blossomed like a rose. 
Naught less would do, Fifth Avenue 

For his apartment chose; 
Bought paintings fine, went out to dine. 

Society did hard ; 
Thought it looked well for such a swell 

To have upon his card : 

Chorus : 

Max Warley Platzek, Max Warley Platzek, 
The name was such a combination grand : 

Aristocratic, though democratic, 

No name could equal this in all the land ! 

The other boys who'd shared his joys 

Took maids to share their lot ; 
But Max alone with heart of stone 

For girls cared not a jot ! 
No one could find who, to his mind. 

Would be a worthy dame 
To bear for life as Max's wife 

The high-resounding name : 
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Chorus : 

M. Warley Platiek, M. Warley Platzek— 
A name impressive, orotund and grand! 

No living woman, no female human, 
For it was good enough in all the land. 

Dame fortune kind could not be blind 

To so much sterling worth ; 
A fitter mind she icould not find 

Elsewhere upon the earth; 
At her may rail all those who fail 

And call her fickle wench, 
She did quite right election night 

To call Max to the bench. 

Chorus : 

He's now Judge Platzek, Judge Warley — Platzek, 
We hail him all to-night with loud acclaim! 

We hope he'll stay there, no more tricks play there 
And let us get acquainted with his name? 

January 5th, 1907 



LXIX. 
THE CELIBATES AT HIGH JINKS 

By E. HOCHHEIMER 

Tune: Grad' aus dem Wirtshaus. 

Into a dining-room I chanced one night. 

Gave just one glance, then jumped back in a fright; 

Such a noise, such a din never I heard ! 

Men shouting, I understood not a word. 

One's making gestures, grotesque, without grace. 

Two others shouting till red in the face : 

They're esicaped lunatics greatly I fear, 

Still I should like to know how they came here. 
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Maybe they're harmless. Til just peep again: 
Why, they're in evening dress like decent men ; 
One of them, smooth-shaven, looks like a priest, 
Pulls down his forelock and weeps at the feast ; 
In a queer jargon, half English, half Dutch, 
Recites about Leah, who suffered so much : 
Sudden the others, as with one string tied. 
Join him in chorus, then quickly subside. 

Here one drones something about woolen strings; 

Of eating and feasting another one sings — - 

Seems to have something eajch day of the week, 

Sensibly, almost, appears he to speak. 

One they call doctor, — two others hail judge. 

Superintendent, commissioner — fudge ! 

What does it mean ? I would give much to know ; 

In my life Fve never seen such a show. 

Then to a waiter, who chanced to pass by, 

I turned 'round and whispered with wide open eye: 

'Tray, can you for me this riddle expound : 

Who are these people here, jumping around?" 

Then o'er his features there came a broad grin, 

Seeing the mystified state I was in: 

"Those are the Celibates, holding high jinks, 

And they don't care a what the world thinks." 
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LXX. 

r 

PARTING SONG. 

By Phiup Cowen 
At the Table : 

We boys have oft in conclave met, 
Intent to improve our mind, 

We oft have had a jolly time 

In the days of Auld Lang Syne. 
For Auld Lang Syne, my boyi$, 
For Auld Lang Syne, 
We oft have had a jolly time 
In the days of Auld Lang Syne. 

■ 

To strengthen Friendship's chain we meet. 

It's worth we'll often find, 
When tempest tossed and hope nigh lost 

We think of Auld Lang Syne. 

For Auld Lang Syne, my boys, 

For Auld Lang Syne, 
When tempest tossed and hope nigh lost 

We think of Auld Lang Syne. 

(Standing with hands clasped.) 

Then comrades stand, let's all clasp hands 
Such friends you'll never find. 

Where'er you roam, abroad or home. 
As those of Auld Lang Syne, 
For Auld Lang Syne, my boys, 
For Auld Lang Syne, 
Such true friends you will never find 
As those of Auld Lang Syne. 
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LXXI. 

FRIENDSHIP. 

(Read at the dinner given to Judge Platzek) 

We're gathered here to celebrate, 

In manner entertaining. 
The doings of a Celibate, 

The one of two remaining. 

'Tis several years since last we spent, 

A pleasant hour together; 
And yet our friendship felt no change, 

Though all the changing weather. 

For whether Fortune smiled or frowned 
We knew she could not sever. 

From us the friendship tried and true 
That is our boast for ever. 

And be our path with roses strewn ; 

Or lined with sorrow's seams 
We knew that we could 'count upon 

The light of friendship's beams. 

Full often when oppressed with care, 
Or when bowed down with grief; 

A hearty clasp from friendship's hand, 
Will give the soul relief. 

For friendship hath a wondrous charm 

Applied to joys and troubles: 
It halves our sorrows, cares and woes. 

But all our pleasures doubles. 



I20 SONGS OF THE CELIBATES. 

What ever good our fortune brings 

Is not for us alone; > 
For jealously each eager friend 

Will claim it as his own. 

And therefore as our second judge 

We welcome here to-night; 
He knows that through his own success. 

Our future seems more bright. 

One toast Til drink before I close: 

One which I hope the fates 
Will smile upon. I pledge: Long live 

The friendship of the Celibates ! 

Helen A. Hochheimer. 
January 5th, 1907. 
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